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OLD BACHELOR. 


A: 


CO M E D V. 


Quem tulit ad ſcenam ventoſo gloria curru, 
% Exanimat lentus ſpectator; ſedulus inflat. 
Sic leve, fic parvum eſt, animum quod laudis avarum 

Fe Subruit, aut reficit,”— 


13 Wa tn +» 
To the Right Honourable . 
A H Ac L BG 
| at OY T0 2465 


My Loxznp, 

TT is with a great deal of pleaſure that I lay 
hold on this firſt occaſion, which the accidents 
of my life have given me, of writing to your Lord- 
ſhip : for ſince, at the ſame time, I write to all the 
world, it will be a means of publiſhing (what I 
would have every body know) the reſpe& and duty 
which I owe and pay to you. I have ſo much in- 
clination to be yours, that I need no other engage- 
ment : but the particular ties by which I am bound 
to your Lordſhip and family, have put it out of 
my power to make you any compliment; ſince all 
offers of myſelf will amount to no more than an 

honeſt acknowledgment, and only ſhew a williug- 
neſs in me to be grateful. | 
I am very near wiſhing that it were not ſo much 
my intereſt to be your Lordſhip's ſervant, that it 
might be more my merit; not that I would avoid 
being obliged to you, but I would have my own 
choice to run me into the debt; that I might have 
it to boaſt, I had diſtinguiſhed a man, to whom L 
would be glad to be obliged, even without the 


3 DEDICATION. 


hopes of having it in my power ever to make him 
a return, 

1t is impoſſible for me to come near your Lord- 
ſhip, in any kind, and not to receive ſome favour ; 
and while in appearance I am only making an a0. 
knowledgment (with the uſual underhand dealing 
of the world) I am, at the ſame time, inſinuating 
my own intereſt, I cannot give your Lordſhip 
your due, without tacking a bill of my own privi- 
leges. It is true, if a man never committed a folly, 
he would never ſtand in need of a proteQion : but 
then power would have nothing to do, and good- 
nature no occaſion to, ſhew itſelf; and where thoſe 
qualities are, it is pity they ſhould want objects to 
ſhine upon. I muſt confeſs this is no reaſon why a 
man ſhould do an idle thing, nor indeed any good 
excuſe for it, when done; yet it reconciles the uſes 


of our follios; and is a ſort of poetical logic, which, 
at this time, 1 would make uſe of, to argue your 
Lordſhip into a protection of this play. It is the 
firſt offence I have committed in this kind, or in- 


made public; and therefore, I hope, will the more 
eaſily be pardoned : but had it been acted, when it 
was firſt written, more might have been ſaid in its 
behalf; ignorance of the town and ſtage would 
then have been excuſes in a young writer, which 
now, almoſt four years experience, will ſcarce allow 
of. Yet I muſt declare myſelf ſenſible of the good- 
nature of the town, in receiving this play ſo kindly, 
with all its faults, which I muſt own were, for the 


— 


of ſuch authority and goodneſs, to the neceſſities 


deed, in any kind of poetry, though not the firſt 
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moſt part, very induſtriouſly covered by the care 
of the players; for I think, ſcarce a character but 
received all the advantage it would 25 of, from 
the juſtneſs of the action. 

As for the critics, my Lord, I 1 . to 


3 any of them of any kind; from 


thoſe who make juſt gxceptions, to thoſe who find 
fault in the wrong place. I will only make this 
general anſwer in behalf of my play, (an anſwer 
which Epictetus adviſes. every man to make for 
himſelf to his cenſurers) Viz. That if” they who find 
ſome faults in it ere as intimate with it as 1 amy 
” they mould find a great many more. This is a con- 
feſſion which I needed not to have made ; but how- 


ever, I can draw this uſe, from it, to my own ads. 
vantage, that I think there are no faults in it but 
whag's do; knows. which, ne 1 take NY" 


ſtep to an amendment. 
Thus I may,live in hopes (ſome tine or other) 


of making he town amends ; but you, my Lord, 
I never can, W Lam ever 


| You; Lordfhip's moſt obedient, 
And moſt humble ſervants ? 


| WitLzianm Conse, 


: 
3 — 


— —— — — 


*3 wy r 77 K F# 4 Snake +, rot, 5 1 of +88 * . 
| "Mr c ON GREW *. 
| HE N virtue in purſuit of fame appears, 


- And forward ſhoots the growth beyond the years, 
We timely court the riſing hero's cauſez  _ _ 1 4 ? 


.* 


And on his ſide, the poet wiſely draws; 
Beſpeaking him hereafter, by applauſe. _ 
The days will come, when we ſhall all receive 
. Returning intereſt, from what now we give; 
Inſtructed, and ſupportcd by that praiſe, - 
And reputation, which we ſtrive to raiſe. 
Nature ſo coy, ſo hardly to be wood, 
Flies, like a miſtreſs, but to be purſu'd. 
O Congreve! boldly follow on the chace; 
She looks behind, and wants thy ſtrong embrace; 
Fhe yields, ſhe yields, ſurrenders all her ne | 
Do you but force her gently to your armes: 
Such nerves, ſuch graces, in your lines appear, 
As you were made to be her raviſher. -- 
Dryden has long extended his command, 
By right divine, quite through the muſes land; 1 + 
Abſolute lord; and holding now from nunc 
But great Apollo, his undoubted crown; 
(Thaz-empire ſettled, and grown old in pow'r) 
Can wiſh for nothing, but a ſucceſſor :  * 
Not to enlarge his limits, but maintain 
Thoſe provinces, which he alone.could gain. 
His eldeſt Wycherly, in wiſe retreat, | 
Thought it not worth his quiet to be great. 
Looſe, wand ring Etherege, in wild pleaſurts toſt, 
And foreign int'reſts, to his hopes long loſt: 
Poor Lee and Otway dead! Congreve appears, 
The darling, and laſt comfort of his years: _ 
May'ſt thou live long in thy great Maſter's ſmiles, _ 
And growing under him, adorn theſe iſles: 


* 
1 


Ll 


To' Mr CONGREVE. nn - 
But when——when part of him (be that but late) 
His body yielding muſt ſubmit to fate, 
Leaving his deathleſs works, and thee behind, 
(The natural ſucceſſor of his mind) 

Then may'ſt thou finiſh what he has begun; 
Heir to his merit, but in fame his ſon. 

What thou haſt done, ſhews all is in thy pow'r ; 
And to write better, only muſt write more. 
*Tis ſomething to be willing to commend; 


But my beſt praiſe i is, that I am your friend. 
THOMAS SOUTHERNE. 


To Mr CONGREVE. 


HE danger's great in theſe boi Fwy 
When critics are ſo rife; to venture praiſe ; 
When the infectious and ill- natur'd brood 
Behold, and damn the work becaufe tis good; 
And with a proud, ungenerous ſpirit, try 
To paſs an oſtraciſm on poetry. 
But you, my friend, your worth does ſafely bear 
Above their ſpleen; you have no cauſe for fear; 
Like a well-mettled hawk, you took your flight 
Quite out of reach, and almoſt out of fight, 
As the ſtrong ſun, in a fair ſummer's day, 
You riſe, and drive the miſts and clouds away, : 
The owls and bats, and all the birds of prey. 
Each line of yours like poliſh'd ſteels ſo hard, 
In beauty ſafe it wants no other guard: 
Nature herſelf 's beholden to your dreſs, 
Which though (till like, much fairer you expreſs. 
Some vainly ſtriving honour to obtain, 
Leave to their heirs the traffic of their brain, 
Like China under ground, the ripening ware, 
In a long time, perhaps grows worth our care: 
But you now reap the fame, ſo well you've ſown 3 
The planter taſtes his fruit to ripencfs grown. 
As a fair orange-tree at once is ſeen, 
Big with what's ripe, yet ſpringing full with green; 
2 


% 


«+ Ts Mr 2 R'E VE. 


A ano time Gy 
h all the ſap anne * 28 18. ＋ q | 
Þ my pious aur ue) pod 


Which, though it ruin; me, I can't Den, . 

Expo d to cenfure for my weak applauſe, ö 

I'm pleas d to ſuffes-in ſo juſt a cauſe: Ag 

And though my offering may un wort hy prove, 

Take, AA IS e ee pes, 9 
eee | = MA 
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To Me CONGREVE. 
v IT, like true gold; refin'd from all allay, * 


Immortal is, and never can decay; 
*Tis in all times and languages the ſame; 

Nor can an ill tranſlation quench the flame: 
For though the form and faſhion don't 17. Fe. 2 
Th' intrinſie value fill it will retaia. "pd >. 
Then let each ſtudied ſcene he writ with art; A 
And judgment ſweat to for the labour d part; | 


Each character' be juſt, aud Nature ſeem; * . 

Without th' ingreflient, wit, tis all but phlegm * 7 10 K 
For that's the ſoul, which all the maſs muſt move, RS | 
And wake out paſſons into grief, or lobe. 
But you, too bounteous, ſow your wit ſo thick, nn } 
We are ſurpriz'd, and Enow not where to piek: TIS BET | 
And while with clapping, we arc juſt to you, PRE” 1 
Ourſelves we iojure, and loſe ſomething new. 41 \ 
What mayn't we then, great youth, of thee 4 1 
Whoſe art and wit ſo much tranſcend thy age # vos 755 £ 
How wilt thou ſhine at thy meridia Wee 3 * ·[ò„h. F 
Who, at thy riſing, giviſt fo vaſt a ligt?:;iñ;f 09G A 
Whea Dryden dying ſhall the world abcifes: & 20 ad vel M 
Whom we immortal, as bis works, believe” 3 © 70 0 'A 
Thou ſhalt ſucceed; the glory of the ſtage, an 1 Br 
Adorn and entertain the comic age. rz de Bc 
«hey 18 Dr vi Hrc&0 ws: Fe 
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Written by the Lord FALKLAND. 


M OS T authors on the ſtage at firſt appear 
Like widows bridegrooms, full of doubt and fear : 
They judge, from the experience of the dame, 
How hard a taſk it is to quench her flame : 
And who falls ſhort of furniſhing a courſe, 
Up to his brawny predeceſſor's force, 
With utmoſt rage from her embraces thrown, 
Remains convicted, as an empty drone. 
Thus often, to his Mame, a pert beginner 
Proves, in the end, a miſerable finner. 
As for our younglter, I am apt to doubt him, 
With all the vigour of his youth about him : 
But he, more ſanguine, truſts in one · and- twenty, 
And impudently hopes he ſhall content you; 
| For tho* his bachelor be worn and cold, 
; He thinks the young may club to help the old; 
=_ And what alone can be atchiev'd by neither, 
Is often brought about by both together. 


'The briſkeſt of you all have felt alarms, 
Finding the fair one proſtitute her charms, { 
6 With broken ſighs, in her old fumbler's arms. 
A But for our ſpark, he ſwears he'll ac'er be jealous 
3 Of any rivals, but young luſty fellows, *” 
I Faith let him try his chance, and if the fave, . 
bx After his bragging. prove a weſhy knave, 
40 May he be baniſh'd to ſome lonely den, 
A, And never more have leave to dip his pen: 8 
4 But if he be the champion he pretends, 
I Both ſexes ſure will join to be his fnends : | 
© For all agree, where all can have their ends. 
2 And you muſt own him for a man of might, 


* If he holds out to pleaſe you the third night. 
Vorl. I. B 


p R 1 0 G 0 E. 
Spoken by Mrs BRACEGIRDLE. ) 


* <- i 3 « 


H OW this vile world is chang'd in \ former days, | 
Prologues were ſerious ſpeeches before plays ; A 

Grave ſolemn things, as graces are to feaſts : | 

Where poets begg'd a bleſſing from their gueſts. 

But now, no more like ſuppliants we come; 

A play makes war, and prologue is the drum: 

Arm'd with keen fatire, and with pointed wit, y 
We threaten you who do for judges ſit, | = 
To fave our plays, or elſe we'll damn your pit. | . 
But for your comfort, it falls out to-day, 0 5010104 
We've a young author, and his firſt-born play 1 214 

80, ſtanding only on his good behaviour, | 
He's very, civil, and intreats your favour. | 
Not but the man has malice, would he ſhow it, 

But on my conſcience he's a baſhful poet; | 4 
You think that ſtrange—no matter, he'll out-grow it. | 
Well, I'm his advocate by me he prays you. 
(1 don't know whether 1 ſhall ſpeak to pleaſe you) 

He prays—O bleſs me! what ſhall I do now! 1/4) 1 // 
Hang me if I kn] / wer be prays, or ho-) 
And t was the prettieſt prologue as he wrote tn bluse! 


Well, the dyce take me, if I ban't forgot it. 
O Lord, for heaven's ſake excuſe the pla, 
Becauſe,” you know, if it be'damn'd nm oy 1 
I ſhall be bang'd for wanting what to far 
For my ſake then but I'm in ſueh confulion,” your | 


5 


0 cangot ſtay to hear gr b. nf * 
| [Fan s. 


r 


* 


we 


LP FIGO x 


Spoken by Mrs BARRY. 


A 8 a raſh girl, who will all hazards run, 
And be enjoy d tho ſure to be undone ; ; 
Soon as her curioſity is over, | 


Shs. 


Would give the world ſhe could her toy recover: N 


So fares it with our poet, and I'm ſent 

To telt you, he already does repent. 

Would you were all as forward to keep lent. 
Now the deed's done, the giddy thiog has leiſure 
To think o'th'ſting that's in the tail of pleaſure. 
Methinks, 1 hear him ia conſideration ! 

What will the world ſay? where's my reputation! Eq 
Now that's at llake—No, fool, 'tis out o” faſhion, 
If loſs of that ſhould follow want of wir, 

How many undone men were in the pit ? 

Why that's ſome comfort to an author's fears, 

If he's an aſs, be will be try'd by's peers, 

But hold I am exceediog my commiſſion ; - 


My buſineſs bere, was humbly to petition ; 


But we're ſo us d to rail on theſe occaſions, 

could not help one trial of your patience : 

For 'tis. our way (you know) for fear o* th* worlt, 
To be beforehand ſtill, and cry fool firſt, | 
How ſay you, ſparks ?. how do you ſtand affected ? 
I ſwear, young Bays within is ſo dejected, 


'Twou'd grieve your hearts to ſee him; ſhall 1 call him? 


But then you cruel critics would fo . him! 

Yet, may be you'll encourage a beginner; | 

But how ?——Juſt as the devil does a ſinner. 
"omen and wits are us'd c'en much at one, 


You gain your end, and damn em when you've done. 
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OLD BACHELOR 


4c 1. SCENE 1. 


""BELLMOUR and VAINLOVE meeting. 


#Z A XZ 3 . 


i BELLMOUR, | 
TI Wa K , 
-AIN'LO VE, and adiead o ws 8 morrow; 
I thought a contemplative lover could no more have 
parted with his bed in a nn than he could 
have ſlept int. n 

Vain. Bellmour, good morrow yy. truth on't is, 
theſe early ſallies are not uſual to me; but buſineſs, as you 
ſee; Sir Shewing letters T And buſineſs muſt be followed, 
or be loſt. 

Bell! "Bufinefs ! And ſo muſt time, my friend, 
be cloſe. purſued, or loſt. Bufineſs is the rub of life, per- 
verts our aim, caſts off the bias, and leaves us wide and 
ſnort of the intended marx. 

Vaia. Pleaſure, I, gueſs, you mean. 

Bell. Ay, what elſe has meaning? | 

Vain. Oh, the wiſe will tell you $ 

Bell. More than they believe or underſtand. 

ain. How, how, Ned, a wiſe man lay more than he un- 
derſtands ? 

Bell. Ay, ay, wiſdom's nothing but a ati to 
know and believe more than we really do. You read 
B3 


c 


15 THE OLD BACHELOR 


but of one wiſe man, and all that he knew was, that he 
knew nothing. Come, come, leave buſineſs to idlers, and 
wiidom'to fools: they have need of em: wit, be my ſa- 
culty, and pleaſure my occupation; and let father Time 
ſhake his glaſs. Let low and early fouls grovel till they 
have work'd themſelves ſix foot deep into a grave 
Buſtmecſs is not my element roll i in Shighes a 
and dwell 

Vain. Im caſties i'th” air of thy. own buildiog: that's thy 
element, Ned. Well, as high a flier as you are, I 
have a lure may make you ſtoop. [Fliags à letter. 

Dell. 1 marry, Sir, I have a hawk's eye at a woman's 


hand There's more elegaucy in the falſe ſpelling of this 


ſuperſcription {| Takes up the letter.] than in all Ciecro 
Let me ſee How now! Dear perfidious Fei u,! [Reads, 

Vain. Hold; hold, s'life, that's the wrong. * 

Bell. Nay, let's fee the name (Sylvia!) how canſt chou 
be ungrateful to that ercature? She's extremely pretty, 
and loves thee entirely —— l bave heard her breathe ſuck 
N. about thee——— m H 

Vain. Ay, or any body that ſhe's ee 27275 

Bell. No, faith, ee 405 W her; nn 


e- to you. (ig: bg 
ate, That's pleaſant, by my troth, from a thee, whotuſt 
bo her, c 122111146 


Bell. 8 afſeQions : "tis true, "bit Heav' n, the 
owa'd it to my face; and bluſhing like the virgin morn 
den it diſcloſed the cheat, which that truſty baws! of Na- 
ture, Night, had hid, confeſs'd her ſoul was true 10 you z 
though [ by treachery had ſtoln the bliſs——— 

Vain. So was true as turtle—in imagination, Ned, ha? 
Preach this doctrine to egg and the en yomen 
Will adore thee. 

ell. Why, faith I think it will do well ne 
the huſband be out of the way, for the wife to thew her 
fondneis and impatience of his abſence by choofing a lover 
as like him as ſhe can; and what is unlike, ſhe may belp 
out with hcr own fancy. 


THE 0ED BACHELOR; 1» 


Vaio. ues een to * lover to be made a 
bliad of? 

Beil. As you ſay thi abuſe is to the lover, not the huſ- 
band: for tis an argument of her great zeal towards ons 
that ſhe will enjoy him in eſſigy. 

Vain. It muſt be a very ſuperſtitious country, alas 
ſach zeal paſſes for true devotion. I doubt it will be 
damn'd by all our Proteſtant huſbands for flat idolatry— 
But if you can make Alderman Fondlewife of your perſua- 
fion, this letter will be necdleſs, 

Beil What, the old banker with the ee naſe? 

Vain. Ay. 

Bell. Let me fee, Lztitia! Oh tis a delicious ack 
— Frank, thou art the true ſt friend in the world. | 

Vain. Ay, am I not? To be contiaually ſtarting of 
hares for you to courſe. We were certainly cut out for 
one another; for my temper quits an amour juſt where 
thine: takes it up—But read that, it is an appointment for 
me this evening, when Fondlewife will be gone out of 
town, to meet the maſter of a ſhip, about the return of a 


venture which he's in danger of loſing. Read, read. 


Dall. [Rea h.] Hum, hum—“ Oat of town this evening, 


— 


% and talks of ſending for Mr spintext to keep me compa- 


ny; but I'll take carc he ſhall not be at home.” Good! 


Wann! Oh the fanatic one- ey d parſon ! - 

Vai. Ay. © 

Hell '{ Reads.) Hum, hum“ That your ee 
„mill be much more agreeable, if you can counterfeit bis 
„habit to blind the ſervants.” Very good! Then I muſt 
be diſguiſed Wich all my heart It adds a guſto to an 
amour; gives it the greater reſemblance of theft; and 
among us lewd mortals, the deeper the fin the ſweeter, 
Frank, I'm amaz'd at thy good- nature 


Varn., Faith, I hate love when 'tis forc'd upon a man, as 
I do wine—————And this buſincts is none of my 
ſeeking; I only happened to be once or twice, where Læti- 
' tia was the handſomeſt woman in company, ſo conſequent» 
ly applied my ſelf to * 


And it ſcems ſhe has 


= . 
; 
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taken meat my word Had yon been there, or any 
body, 'thad been the ſame. 

Bell. 1 wiſh 1 may ſucceed as the ſame. 

Vain. Never doubt it; for if the ſpirit of cuckoldom be 


- once raiſed up in a VE the devil can't lay it, till ſhe 
has done't. 4 10 


Bell. Pr ythee, what fort of a fellow i is Fondlewife ? ? 
— A kind of mongrel zealot, ſometimes very preciſe 
and peeviſn: but I have ſcen him pleaſant enough in his 
way; much addicted to jealouſy, but more to fondnefs : 
o that as he's often jealous without a cauſe, he's as often 
ſatisfied without reaſon. | 
Bell. A very even temper, and fit for my purpoſe, I 
muſt get your man Setter to provide my diſguiſe. ©! 11117 
Voir. Ay, vou may take him for good and all if: you 
will, for you have made him fit for no body elſe ————— 
Well — 

Bell. You're going to viſit in return of Silvia's letter 
Poor rogue. Any hour of the day or night will 
ſerve her But do you know nothing of a new nval 
there ? "I | 

Vain. Yes, Heartwell, that ſurly, old, pretended wo- 
man-hater, 'thinks her virtuous; that's one reaſon” why 
I fail her: I would have her fret hetſelf out of couveit 


with me, that ſhe may entertain I ms, 7th him. 


I know he viſits her ev'ry day. a 4 180 "NG . 
Bell. Yet rails on ſtill, and thinks his love unknown to 
us; a little time will ſwell him ſo, he muſt be fore'd to give 
it birth; and the diſcovery muſt needs be very pleaſant 
from himſelf; to ſee what pains he will take, and how he 
will rain to be delivered of a ſecret when _ has miſear- 
ricd of it already. 7 „ MUD? Hat 
Vain. Well, good morrow, let's dine rogether lu meet 


vou at the old place. „e bit; 


Bell. With all my dent it lyet convenien$for us to pay 
our afternoon ſervices to our miſtreſſes. I find Jam dam- 
nably in love, l'm ſo uncaſy for not having ſeen Belinda 
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ra But f ſaw roy Araminta, jet am as impatient; 


% 


BELLMOUR alone. 

Bell, Why what a cormorant in ES am I. aſks be 
contented with the ſla very of honourable love in one place, 
and the pleaſure of enjoying ſome: half a ſcore miſtreſſes 
of my own acquiring, muſt yet take Vainlove's buſineſs 
upon my hands, becauſe it lay too heavy upon his : ſo am 
not only forc'd to lie with other mens wives for em, but 
muſt alſo undertake the harder taſk of obliging their mi- 
ſtrefſes—1 muſt take up, or I ſhall never r hold uns fleſh 
and blood cannot bear it always. | 


#6 2 AE. DL 


er, him 31 4 TIT? 
997. 5368213 
7 tak I'm F Kan to be * Ned: d 4 wan, comes 
10 his ſoliloquies I give him for gone. S: 


ell. Sharpe, I'm glad te fee the. 

Sbarp. What, is Belinda cruel, that * ate fo b rhonght 
Sonn, ol! 7 { 

Hell, No, A mos as that— — | ae 


buſineſs of conſequence fall'n out to-day, that requires 
ſame conſideration. 

Sharp. Pritbee what mighty buſineſs of conſequence 
canſt thou have? 

Bell. Why, you muſt know tis à piece of nk — 
ward the finiſhing an alderman ; it ſeems I muſt put the 
laſt hand tg. it, and dub him cuckold, that he may be of 
equal dignity, with the reſt of his brethren; ſo I mult beg 
Belinda's pardon. 850 

Sbarp. Faith c'en give her over for good-and-all; you 
can have no hopes of getting her for a miſtreſs; and ſhg 


— — — 


——— — ͤ— 


„ — 
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is too proud, too. inconſtant, too affected and · too _ 


and too handſome for a wiſe. 

Bell, But ſhe can't have too mych, money — — There's - 
twelve thouſand pound, Tom. — -'Tis true ſhe is exceſ- 
ſively foppiſh and aſſected, but in my conſcience I believe 
the baggage loves me; for ſhe never ſpeaks well of me 
herſelf, nor ſuffers any body elſe to rail at me. Theo, 
8 1 told yau, there's twelve thouſand pound—Hum— 
Why, faith, upon ſecond thoughts, fhe does not appear to 
be fo. very affected ncither——Give her her due, 1 think 
the woman's a woman, and that's all. As ſuch I am fure 


F ſhall like her, for the devil take me if I dow't lore all 
the ſex. 
| Sharp. And here comes one who firears as heartily he 


hates all the fx. n , 


FA 


E N 8. IV. 
[To them] HEAR TWELL, 


Bell. Who ? Heartwell ! Ay, but he knows better things 
ho now, George, where haſt thou been ſnarling 
odious truths, and ebfertaĩning company like a phyſician, 
with diſcourſe of their diſeaſes arid infirmities 7 What 
lady haſt thou been putting out ef conceit with herſelf, 
and perfuading that the face ſhe had been making al) the 
morning, was none of her own ? for l know thou art av 
unmannerly aud as unwelcome to a woman, as a Jogkang- 
glais after the ſmall-pox. | 
Heart. 1 confeſs I have not been ſneeriug fulſom. J es 


and nauſcous flattery, fawning upon a little tawdry whore 


hat will fawn upon me again, and entertain any Puppy 
that comes, like a tumbler, with the ſame tricks over 
and over. For fuch I | gueſs may have been your late em- 
ployment. 2 

Bell. Wou'd thou hadſt come 2 Title ſooner : Vainlovye 
Would have wrought thy esnverüe. 1 been a champſyp 
for the cauſe. 


2 ww, wk as 


r 
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Heurt. What, has be been here? that's one of Tove's 
April-fools, is always upon ſome errand that's to no pus 
poſe, ever ($4 447 band wage; ages 4 never comes to 
een 2:1: #4 5 

Sbarp. That's been he 0 ſets out in foul wea- 
ther, loves to buffet with the winds, meet i the tide, and 
mib in the teeth of oppoſition. — 

- Heart,” What, has he not dropt anchor at Araminta? | 

Bell. Truth on't is ſhe fits his temper beſt, is a kind of 
40 iſlund ; ſomet imes ſeems in reach, then — 
and keeps him buſied in the ſearch. 1 

Sharp. She had need have a good We of ſenſe to ma- 
nage ſo capricious a lover. 

Bell. Faith I don't know; he's of a temper the moſt 


| eaſy to himſelf in the world; he takes as much always of 


an amour as he cares for, and quits it when it grows _ 
or unpleaſant. 

_ Sharp. An argument of very little paſſion, very 50 
underſlanding, and very ill- nature. 

Heart. And proves that Vainlove plays the fool with 
diſcretion. 

Sharp. You, Bellmour, are bound in gratitude to Nickle 
for him; you'with pleaſure reap the fruit, which he takes 
pains to ſow ; he does the drudgery in the mine, and you 
ſtamp your image on the gold. | 

Bell. He's of another opinion, and ſays I do the drud- 
gery in the mine. Well, we have each our ſhare of ſport, 
and each that which he likes beſt; 'tis bis diverſion to ſet, 
*tis mine to cover the partridge. 

Hcart. And it ſhould be mine to let em go again. 

""'Sharp. Not till you had mouth'd a little, George, I think 
that's all thou art fit for now, 

Heart. Good Mr Young-fellow, you're miſtaken ; as 
able as yourſelf, and as nimble too, tho' I mayn't have 
ſo much mercury in my limbs; tis true indeed, I don't 
force appetite, but wai the natural call of my luſt, and 
think it time enough to be lewd, after 1 have had temp- 
tation. | | 


* 


—_— 
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n. Time ehovph'? aytooTfoon, 1rſfhouid . 


erpectedꝭ from aper fon of y gruvity. gan 
Heart. Yet it is oftentimes too late with me of you 
young, tor magant flaſhy finners——you have all the guilt 
of the intention, and none of the pleaſure of the practice 
is true you are ſo eager in purfuit of the temptation, 
that you fare the devil the trouble of leading you into it: 
nor is it out of diſeretion, that you don't ſwallow that very 
Hook yourſelves have baited, but you are cloy'd with the 
preparative, and what you mean for a whet, turns the edge 
of your puny ſtomachs. Tour love is like your courage, 
which you ſhew for the firſt year pr two upon all occafions ; 
ill in a little time, being diſabled or diſarmed, you abate 
of your vigour, and that daring blade which was 8 


_ "drawn, is bound to the peace for ever after. 


Bell. Thou art an old fornicator of a fingular good prin- 
ciple indeed! and art for encouraging youth, 2 they 
may be as wicked as thou art at thy fears. 

Heart. I am for having every body be what they pretend 
to be; a whoremaſter be a whoremaſter, and not like 
vainlovę, Kiſs a lapdog with paſſion, when i it would dif- 
guſt him from the lady's own lips. 

"Bell. That only happens ſometimes, where the og 
has the ſweeter. breath, for the more cleanly conveyance. 
But, George, you muſt not quarrel with little _ gallantries 
of this nature: women are often won by * em, Who 
would refuſe to kiſs a lap-dog, if it were  prelimipary g. to 
the bps ofthis lady ? 

Shorp. Or omit playing with her fan, and cooling her 
if ſhe were hot, when it might intitle him to the oflice of 
warming her when ſhe ſhould be cold? 

Bell. What, is it to read a play i na rainy "day? though 


. you . be naw and then interrupted in a witty ſcene, 


and ſhe perhaps preſerve her laughter, till the jeſt were 

over: even oats may be borne with, couſidering che reward 

in prolpeg. 

Heart. 1 confeſs, you that are womens afles bear at- 

er burdens; are forced to undergo dreſſing, dancing, ſing- 
& 
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ing, fig, whining, rhyming, flattering, lying, grin- 
ning, cringing, and the rr to boot. 
ell. RO the drudgery of loving ! abs 

Heart. Ay, why to come to love through all cheſe nem 
brances, is like coming to an eſta te overcharged with debts; 
* which, by the time you have paid, yields no further profit 
than what the bare tillage and manuring of the land * 
| at-the expence of your own ſweat. | 
Bell. prythee, how doſt thou love? 

Sbarp. He ! he bates the ſex. 

Heart. 80 I hate phyſic to0——yet l may lose to take it 
for my health. 

- Bell. Well come off, George, if at any time you ſhould 
be. taken ſtraying. 

Sharp. He has need of ſuch an excuſe, conſidering the 
preſent ſtate of his body. 

. Heart. How @'ye mean ? 

Sharp. Why, if whoring be purging (as you call it), then, 
I may ſay, marriage is entering into a courſe of pbyfic. 

Bell. How, George, docs the wind blow there ? 

Heart. it will as ſoon blow north and be-fouth——— 
marry, quotha! I hope in Heaven I have a greater portion 
of grace, and I think I have baited/too many of thoſe 
traps, to be caught i in one myſclf. 

Bell Who the, devil would have thee ? unleſs 'twere an 
oyſler- woman, to propagate young fry for Billingſgate 
thy talent will ue ver recommend thee to any thing of bet- 
ter quality. 

Heart. My talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking truth, which 
I don't expect ſhall ever recommend me to people of qua- 
lity I thank Heav'n, I have very koneſtly purchaſed 
the hatred of all the great familics in town. 

Sharp. And you in return of ſpleen bate them 1 But 
could you hope to be receiv d into the alliance of a noble 
family 

Heart. No, 1 hope I ſhall never merit that affliction 
to be puniſhed with a wife of birth be a ſtag of the 


N . head, and bear my horns at, like one of the ſup- 
0. I. G 


— 


* 


i 
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porters of my wife's coat. S'death, I would n cue 


bold to Sex an illuſtrious whore in England. 4 


Bell. What, eee family; man! and provide 
for your children ? «STD er ment en hearts YEA: mo 
Sbar p. Ten her children, * mean. | 
Hearts Ay, there you've. nick d n the devil 
upon devil O the pride and joy of heart t would be to 
me, to have my. ſon and heit reſemble ſuch a duke 
to have a fleering corcomb ſcoff and -· cry, Mr, your ſon's 
mighty like hie Grace, has juſt his ſmile and air of 's, face, 
Then replies another Methinks be has more of the 
Marquis of ſuch a place, about bis noſe and eyes; tho' 
xe has my Lord What · d'ye · ealis mouth to a tittle 
hen, I, te put it off as unconcern'd, come chuck the 
inſum undlara he chin, force a ſmile, and cry, Ay, the boy 
takes after his mother's relations when the devil and 
ſhe knows, 'tis a wes e. Ane a body of 


nobility. to 07 H 7 4, er V7 it ie 
Bell. N Ha, Ba *{ T7 * +» 2 
2 ha. ' a * is Ti} 4/91 * F 
Sharp. 2 06 


Ball. Well, but George, 1 have one queſtion to a 


| 


yOu In S en 
Heart. Pihow, I have end away my time I hope 
0 in no re e- I ſhanꝰ t ſtay 


not. Et u eee 
ell Nay, ee eee MY UW od 3807 
Heart. No: ede, my buſineſs, i cee del coming this 
way. Adieu. | 9190 DR. 
ADS 250 11308; 15 7 et 7191.32 in 306 einem 
286, It vt 7 1330822) $63 1363P Mu: 
e r AM NN. N. RN N ine 1s ek, 
| | 330 61019 
te SHARPER BELLMOUE«/ id; 3 vill 


180 


100 What = he mean? Oh, tis Sir Joſeph Witt 5 
with hig 0 Mk I ſee he has t urn'd the corner, Al : 


d $3 


we anger > | wy, Jud, i 24414 Ua 
2p. What in the 8 ens n | 
— ö 4 


Bell, Why, a fool, 
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Sharp. Tis a tawdry outſide. SEQ. ane 
Bell. And à very beggarly lining yet he may be 
worth your acquaifitatice——a little of 918 
Tom, may extract gold from that dirt. of 

Sharp. Say you ſo! faith Jam as poor de 
would be as induſtrious. But what was he that followed him ? 
Is not he a dragon that watches thoſe golden pippins? 

Bell. Hang him, no, be a dragon! if he be, tis a very 

peaceful one; I can inſure his anger dormant; or thould: 
he ſeem to rouze, tis but well laſhing him, and he will 
ſeep like a top. 

Sharp. Ay. is he of that kidney? 

Bell. Yet is ador d by tHat bigorSir Joſeph Wittol,. as” 
the image of valour: he calls him his back, and indeed 
they are never aſunder yet laſt night, I know not by 
what miſchanee, the knight was alone, and tiad fallen 
into the hands of ſome night-walkers, who, I ſappoſe, 
would have pillaged him; but I chanc'd to come by, and 
reſcued him: though I believe be was beartily frightned, 
for as ſoon as ever he was looſe, he raw away, without 
ſtaying to ſee who had help'd hint. 
3 Sharp. Is that bully of his in the army? s +149 
pe Bell. No, but is a pretender, and. wears the habit of a+ 
ay ſoldier; which now-a-days as often clokes cowardice; as a 
ab. black-gown does atheiſm —— You muſt know, he has been 
10 abroad went purely to run away from a campaign; 
ais cnrich'd himſelf with the plunder of a few oaths ——— 

de and here vents em againſt the general, who ſlighting men 
N. of merit, and preferring only thoſe * intereſt, has made 
lu. him quit the ſervice. 

a, Sbar p. Where in, no doubt, hemagnifies his: own- — 1 
(019 formance. 

Bau. Speaks miracles; is be drums to his own 9 
the only implement of a ſoldier he reſembles, like that. 
being full: of bluſtering noiſe and emptineſs. © 

Sharp. And like that, of no uſe but to be beaten. 

Kel. - Right; but then te compariſon breaks, for 

* 2- 2. 


„ „ 
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"he will take ng, with ds, — t- 
A AYP oft ye m — „cr nge 
e eee .O 01 1858 
Bell. Why that, to paſs it current . „ bes — 
wits title: he is called Captain Bluſſ. | 
Sharp. Well, Ill endeavont . euer, 


neer another dre, are bound +» + | 
For love's iſland; 1 for the golden coat: 
- "May eac ti ſucceed in Chat he wiſhes med. L ” 


"AGT . SCENE” „ 


MPs eee et e | | 570 1 
Sir JosEPn WITTOL, SHARPER fellewiag.” © 
403" x7” * nN. | +. 95 24 £44? SM ? W ST 
K * t 1 74 | TP 1119 r 1 1 Jn 1e 
| | ARPE rg, 
: SHO) BLWT ya v4 8 4 1. & ae, bib e Þ 
VRE that's he, and alone. eo" 


Sir . Umn——Ay this, this is the very damn'd . 
place; the inhuman cannibals, the bloody- minded val 
lains would have butcher'd me laſt night: no doubt they 
wduld t have lead ae . ycrarp = 
£d, &c. | | ad An 
Sharp. How's this? be OH \qad2, 
Sir 5e. An it hadu't been for a eivil geatleman ac came 
by and frighted: em ar-. * anne 

give him thanks. i 4 9 agg | : 
Sharp. This muſt be Bellmour he means—ha.! I have a 
thought ono . 
2 r Jo Zooks, would the eee pavits the, yery 
remembrance makes me quake ; Ne I ſhall never here - 
conciled to this place heartily. _ 0.7 4 
_ +{iSbarps Tis but trying, and being . at. werft. 
Now luck ' ———+Curs'd fortune! this muſt be the place, 
| this damn'd unlucky place 1 100 0 
vir Fo. Agad and ſo it iow here has beep ware mi 
chief donc I perctive. but n AI YAO TL 


} 


EF ESE „ 
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arp.“ No, tis gone, tis loſt, ten thoufand devils on 
that chance which drew me hither; ay here, juſt here; this 
ſpot ta me is hell; n the deſpair of 
avhat I've loſ. Ils Looking: about'as in ſcarch. 
Sir Jo. Poor tee by che? Lord Harry II wy 
no longer, for I have found too 1 4 

Sharp. Ha! who's that has found? What bare vou 
found ? reſtore it quickly, or by———— . 

Sir Fo. Not , Sit, not I, as I've a wwul to be ard, L 
have found nothing but what has been to my loſs, as I may 
ſay, and-as you were ſaying, Sir. 

« * Sharp., O your ſeryant, Sir, you are ſafe then it tems; 
tis an ill wind that blows nobody good: well, you may 
rejoice over my ill ſortune, ſince it 1 the price of your 
ranſom: 14 
Sir Jo. I rejoice! agad, not 1. bir g . oy * for 
your loſs, with all my heart, blood and guts, Sit; and 
if you did but know me, youU nc'er ſay I were ſo ill- 
natur d. 

Sbarp. Know. you ? why. can you be * ungratelal, to | 
forget me! 

Sir J. O ae e! No, no, Sie; 1. don't forget 
r n * * 
ha, ha! 

. Sharp. How! , Woe | 

Sir Jo. Stay, ftay, Sirp let wo beeglleche-- bed a damud 
angry fellow -I believe 1 had bettet remember him, 
till 1 can get out of his ſight; bot out o mes weg, | 
agad. a L 245; [Aſide. 

Sharp. — the ſervice I aid: you. lat night: Sir, 
in preſerving you from thoſe rutfians,- ine havy __ 
better roor-in your ſhallow memory. dns 

Sir Jo. Gads- e eee is - 
ihe very gentleman! how ſhall I make him a teturn ſuit- 
able to the greatneſs of his merit. I had a pretty thing 
to that purpoſe, if he ban't-frighted. it out of my memory. 

hem, Sir, I moſt ſubmiſſively iniplore- your pardon, « 
for my —— of ingratitude * having : 
C3 
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my entire dependanoe, ir, upon the ſuperflaĩty o your 
goodneſs, which, like an inundation, will, I hope, totally 
immerge the recollection of my etror, and leave me float 
ing in your fight upon the full-blown bladders of repen- 
tance, by the help of which I fhall once more hope to ſwim 
C ——— -eine 16 tb. 
Sharp. So- h, O Sir, Im RAY en 
ment of a gentleman 

Sir . Acknowledgement! Sir, Pm altover acknowledge- 
ment, and will not ſick to-ſhew it in the greateſt extremꝭ- 
ty, by night or by day, in fickneſs or in health, winter or 
fummer; all ſeaſons and occaſions ſhall teſtify the reality 
and gratitude of your ſuper- abundant a ſervant, Six 


Joseph Wittol knight. Hem, hem. N d 

Sbarp. Sir Joſeph Wittol ! ob I {112 
„Sir Jo. The ſame, Sir, of Wittol Hall, in Gamitary 

Ducks. acc both in £ 1:4 } «7 £44 54 TK 


Sharp.” Fs it poſhible! then I am happy, to have tient 
the pr CT N and pink of courteſy in che age. 
Let me embrace you. 9 Regt t ui ind 25 
3 O Lord, Sir! u 1 109 NK, 
arp; My lefs; eſteem as a trifle repaid with intereſt, 
* pf. bas purchaſed me the friendſhip and woquaintance 
of the perſon in the world, whoſe character I admit 
Sir 7 Jou are only pleas'd to ſay ſo Aut pray, if 
may bt bold, what is that loſs you mentien? 
''>\ Sharp. O term it no longer ſo, Sir. Ia the ſeuflics laſt 
*night, I only dropt 2 bilł of an hundred pound; WH I F 
*Evnfels, 1 eatne danse to 4 but thanks 0 
my better fortune — SD 1's devowts vm 
"Sir For "Fon have found it, ny" hen besen 1 proſe 
nm heatify glad." * up me , durgq 
dry! Sir, You Notable e doatt gaeſhun 
but you are, that you have ſo chrap an opportunity of v 
our gratitude and generofity * fince the paying 


6 11 lll wholly uit n dene en 
"6 —— 1 112 op y * 


„* Labog bob. 
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Sir For © What a idickens does he mean by a en ert 
{Hſde!] But han't you found it, Sir? | 
Sharp. No otherwiſe | yow to gad, but in my hopes in 
yon, Sir. 2791 10 ae 90 
Sir J. Hump h. 3 | ' 9 
bar p. But that's be injuſtice to doubs 
the honour-ef Sir Joſeph Wittol, + 
Sir Fo. O Lord, Sir C 


- Shayp.'You are above (Fm ſure) a — 0 hoe: to 


ſaſfr me to loſe what was ventur'd in your ſervice ; nay 
twas in a manner—paid down for your deliverance; it was 
ſo much lent rA v. you . IU fay that for 
U — 
"hk Je. Nay, vi ſay that for bee (with your leave, 
Sir), I do ſcorn a dirty thing; but agad I'm a little out of 
pocket at preſent, 
Sharp. Pſhaw, you can't want a hundred pound.” Your 
word 1 is ſufficient any where; tis but borrowing ſo much 
dirt, you. have large acres, and can ſoon repay r 
is but dirt, Sir Joſeph—mere dirt. 
Sir Jo. But 1 profeſs tis a dirt I have waſhed my hands 
oi at preſent 1 I have laid it all out upon my back. 
- Sharp; Axe you ſo extravagant in clothes, Sir Joſeph ? 
Sir. Ju, Ha, ha. ha, a very good jeſt I profeſs, ha, ha, ha, 
[a very good jeſt, and I did not know that 1 had ſaid it, 


and that's a better jeſt than t'other, - *Tis a ſigu you and 


Thaln't been long acquainted; you have loſt a good Jeſt 
for want of knowing me only mean a friend of mine 
whom I call my hack; he ſticks as cloſe to me, and follows 


me through all dangers——he is indecd back, breaſt, and 


head: pieee as it were to me——agad he's a brave fellyw— 
pauh, I'm quite another thing when I am with him; I don't 
fear 4he devit (bleſs us) almoſt if he be by. Ah, had he 
been with me laſt night Dent! 

2 +] Sharps If he had, Sir, what then? he.couk have. ave 
0 more, nor perhaps have ſufler d ſo. much had he a 
eng young to loſe? - Lb. 


—— m ̃—L̃ . 
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* Sit u. O'Locd; Sir, by e "means (but T'might have- 
ſav'd a bundred pound): I meant innocently, 23s I hope te 
be ſaved; Sir, (a damn'd hot fellow!) only, as I was faying, 
I let him have all my ready money to redeetn his great 
ſword from limbo hut, Sir, I have a letter bf credit to 
Alderman Fondle wife. a0 far as two hundred pound, and . 
this afternoon you ſhall ſee I am a perſon, ſuch a. ons as 
you would with to have met with 

« Sharp: That you are; III be worn 29-7 Why that's 
N WG like e | 


ö b e 11. 
k 


| tr them] Captain BLUFF, 2 
. Opbak a comes—Ay, my HeRor'of Troy, wel- 
come my E. my want re my heart Nee neee 
pat for thee. 15 
Bluff. How- tbe, my young knight ! not for fear I hopes 
that knows me muſt be a ſtranger to fear. 
Fir Jo. Nay; agad 1'bate fear ever fince 1 had ee 
have died of a fright—but— - 

Bf. But ? look you here, boy, here” $ your. antidote, 
here's s your Jeſuit's powder {or a Making 66%. ——bot who 
batt thou got Fieber 4 is he of mettle 2 10 

ent Ke [ Laying bis band on is e 

. Sir 75 AY, bully, a Aeviliſh ſmart fellow; a. N 

rene 

N Say you ſo aha T honour him But b ig 
ho. o abroad? 7295 Aue cock will tight upon his Ne 
255 Jo. I don't know, but ll preſent you 20 Nog 

"11 recommetid myſelf——Sir, 1 honor N 1 
een you: love fighting, 1 reverence a man at loves 
Sghting, 8 Sit, 1 kiſs your bilts. 

"Sharp; dir g your ſervant; but you ee gor 

valeſs it be to ſerve my particular fricad, as Sir Joſeph - 


| 
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here, my country, ar ant mme, 
cauſe, I not for it. | 

Bluff. 0 Lord, 1 5 your pardon, Sir, 1 624 you ure 
ant of my palate, you can't reliſh a, diſh of fighting with- 
out ſweet ſauce, Now |, thigk—Sghting far fighting's ſake 

+ ſufficient, cauſe ; fighting, to me's religion, and- the 
Th | i 

Sir Jo. Ah, well aid, my VE was not chat great, Sie? 

the Lord Harry he ſays true, fighting is meat, drink, 

and cloth to him. But back, this gentleman is one of the 
beſt friends I have in the world, and ſaved my life laſt 
night, —you know I told you. 


- Bluff. Ay, then 1 hogpur him again. Sir, may I crave 


your-yame ? 
Sharp. Ay, Sir, my name's Sharper. 


Sir Jo. Pray, Mr Sharper, embrace my back—very well; 
bythe Lord. Harry, M Sharper, hes as brave a Nee as 
Cannibal z are not you, bully-bacck 7? A 
Shar p. Hannibal, I believe you mean, Sir Joſeph. | 
- Bl Podoubicdly he did, Sir z faith Haunibal was 8 
very pretty fellow; but Sir Joſeph; compariſogs are odious; 
Haupibal, was. a very pretty fellow in thoſe days, it muſt 


be gran ted but alas, Sir, were he e, he would 


be goching, nothing in the earth. 

„ Sbarg. How, Sir! I make a doubt if there be at this day 
& greater general breathing. 

Bla. Oh excuſe me, Sir; have you fev' abroad, Sir 7 
Sar p. Not E really, Sit. 5 P7435 
Biff. Oh I thought fo—— why then you: can {aw vo- 


thing, Sir 1 am afraid you ſcarce know the e 


late war in Flanders, with all its particulars. A 
Sharp. Not I, Sir, ao more than pudlc len or ganertes 

tell us. nad Noob 1 * 

* Blaf. * Gazette why 8 8 naw —— why, "Sir 

there are not three words of truth the year round, put 

into the gazette——t'll tell you a ſtrange thing now 7 

that - lou muſt know, 1. Lwas mn in e 


Tt, 1 
14 LO! 140 & ts 1149 719 | * 1 ge 
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laſt campaign, had, a ſmall hoſt there, bat no matter fur 
that.— Perhaps, Sir, there was fearce any thing bf mocent 
done but an humble ſervant uſ yours, that ſhall be name- 
leſs, were an cye-witnels' oi won't ſay had the greats 
eſt ſhare in't; though I might ſay that too, fince/Pnartie 
no- body, you know—— Well, Mr Sharper, would you 
think it? In all, this time as I hope for a truncheon 
'this, raſcally, gazette-writer: never ſo much as once men- 
tioned me not once, by the war took no mort no- 
ice, than as if — LEES 
living. nian it fe . "a 
Sharp. Strange! | ries 446943 , 14 
Sir Fo... Let an Loud Hers, eo 3g 
for I went every "ta to ones to read the . copay 4 
myſelf. N Ainet Les” Hh 4A 
Blu. Ay, ay, no & ſee, Mr Sharper; alerull | 
Lan; content touetire—live a private perſon Scipio and 


ethers have done it. 1 had eee 05 


Sharp; Impndent rogue | 19 144 | [Hfde. 
„Sir Je. Ay, this damn'd modeſty. of —— dead” 
ir he would put in for't he might be made general himſelf 

Bla. O fy, no, Sir Joſeph—you know I hate this. 

Sir Jo. Let me but tell Mr Sharper à little, how you 
ate fire once out of the mouth of a! cannon—<—agad he 
did ; thoſe impenetrable. whiſkers of his -bave confronted 


flames 


Bluff. Death, what do you mean;/ Sir Joſeph? oth, 
Sig J. Look you now, I tell you he's: mee ben 
own nothing. L it £906 dal. 


Bluff... Piſh, you have. an me out, SLA] 


ns Pray hold your: ie n leave 
51 - 33 W 


sir 75 ——— nad. * neigt 

Bu. This, fword, I think, I was . you of Mr 
Sharper,,—this {word I'll maintain to be the beſt divine, 
anatomiſt, lawyer e caſuiſt in Europe; it ſhall decide a 
controverſy or ſplit a Cauſe 


— 


1 
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Bir Fo: Nay, now I nnen Aa hair, by. 
the Lord Harry, I have ſeen it. 


Heß. Wunds, Sir, it's a lie, you habe not ſeen it, nor 
ſhan't ſee it; Sir, = ner amen 


that now ꝰ r te ee 
Sir Jo. I am blind. bu Ae | 
Bluff. Death, 0 Nees“ 


Sir Jo. een 1 —ů— => 


that way. 
Sharp. Captain, Sir Joſeph's babe 


Buff. O l am calm, Sir, calm as a diſcharged culverin— 


but *twas indiſcreet, when you know what will provoke 


W eee Sir RG you know my heat's ſoon 


Over. 

Sir To. well, I am a fool Wees 08 I'm forry. ' 

Blf;\Enough.' 0 . 

Sir Joc Come; we'll gotake ee — 
Mr Sharper, will you partake ? 

„ eee n 
n 

Wit THIS —_— 

—_ 1.8; Cc Þ :: N = Tt. 

GOT 33 


ARASINDA 'BELINDA, Eres; we is 
691001.007 > Araminta's Apartment. 


Belin Ah, nay, dear—pr'ythec good, dear fweet couſin, 


no more; Oh gad, I ſwear you'd make one ſick to hear you. 


Aram. Bleſs me, what have I ſaid to move you thus? 


mendaties. oi that filthy, aukward, two · leg d creatute man 


ou don't know what you've _ _—_ fever has 

tranſported you. \ 
Aram. If love be the fever which W dad 

Heay'n avert the cure; ſet me have oil to feed that flame, 


and never let —_—_ hs. cha albes ?: 


22, & #1 ql LO (LV GLIHELD 


8 4 L1G. 
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\Belin, There was a whine 0 gad, T hate your 
horrid tancy— This love is. che devil, and furt to be in- 
love is; to be poſſeſo d Tis in the head, the heart, the 
blood, the- all over O gad, you ate quite ſpoil” —— 
I ſhall lothe the fight of mankind for your ſake, ' oy 

Aram. Fy, this is groſs affectation A little of * 
mour's company would change the ſcene. 

Belin. Filthy fellow] I wonder, couſin ——— 

Aram. I wonder, couſin, you would N 4 don't 
perctive you love him. 

Belin. Oh L * your hideous fancy ! Ha, ha, ki love 
a-man! 
Aram. Love a aa yes, you wouls'ner e dieb en 

Belin. Of all beaſts not an aſs———which is ſo kw 
your Vainlove!—Lard, I have ſeen an aſs hock {6 chagrin, 
Ha, ha, ha, (you muſt pardon me, 1 can't help laughing) 
that an abſolute lover would have concluded the poor crea- 
ture to have had darts, and flames, and altars, and alt 
that in his breaſt,” Araminta, come I'll talk ſeriouſly to 
you now; could you but ſee with my eyes; the buffooury 
of one ſcene of addreſs, a lover, ſet out with all his equi- 
page and appurtenances ; O gad] ſure you would But 
you play the game, and conſequently can't fee the miſcar- 
riages obvious to every ſtander by. 

Aram. Yes, yes, 1 can ſce ſomething near it, when 

u and Bellmour meet. You don't know that you 
— 'd of Bellmour laſt night, and call'd him r in your 


ſleep . 
Bein. Piſh, I can't help dreaming of as 3 
times 3 would you from thence infer 1 love him? 

Aram. But that's not all; you caught me in your arms 
when you named him, and preſs'd me to your boſom 
Sure if 1 had not pinch'd you vill In you had 
ſtifled me with kiſſes. 

-[Belin.. O barbarous aſperſion ! 

Aan. No aſperfion, A alone=—Nay, cam 
tell you more. 


Dela. 1 deny it all. 
mw | „ 


„%ͤÜ—Üð 
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TING t, before you bear it? 1 Jod ist 
Valle enial! is, premeditated like your ann 

d, . 4 you talk oddly-— What cer the mare 

0 my ſol, I'm afraid you'll follow ee. old 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha, this is pleaſant. 

Belig. You may laugh, but 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha 

Belin. vou may think the malicious gin becomes you—- 
The devil take Bellmour—Why do you tell me of him? 

Aram. Oh it comes out—now you are angry, Iam ſure 
you love him. I tell nobody elſe, coufin———1 have 
not betray'd you yet. 

| Pr'ythee tell it all the world ; it's falſe. 

Aram. Come then, kiſs and d f 

Ber. Piſh, | Y 16 

. Aram. Pr'ythee don't be ſo peeviſh. 

- Belin., Priythee don't be ſo impertinent. petty. 
he Aram. Ha, ha, ha 


a Betty;. Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam? 


44 Ben. Get my hoods and tippet, and bid the footman 


«all a chair. 
an. Lhope you ane nt ging ut in e. 
+ BILLY 25% 5 
am zii 18570 1 N E W. N 
FO £13 ,% 
a1, ee then] FOOTNMAN, 


Foot. Madam, there are 
Belin. Is there a chair? 

Foot. No, Madam, there are Mr Bellmour and Ms Vaine 

leondojupi>ppen pups; Ledylkia.: e u 
Atam. Are they below? | 0 
Foot. No, Madam, they feat SER: to o if you were 

at home. 

Helin. The-vift/ to you, couſin, 2 am at my 

liberty. 
Aram. Be ready to thew em up 
Vol. I. 1 
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S CE N EY. 
[To them] BETTY with hoods and laoki ng -R la. 


I can't tell, couſin, I believe we are equally concernꝰd: 
but if you continue your humour, it won't be very enter- 
taining— (I know ſhe'd fain be perſuaded to ſtay.) 

Ng > [Aſide. 
| Belin. 1 ſhall gblige you, in leaving you to the full and 
free enjoyment of that converſation you admire Let 
| : me ſee; hold the glaſs —Lard, I look wretchedly to- 
| da 
— Bury, why don't you help: my — ? 

[Putting on ber hoods, 

Beli. Hold off your fiſts, and ſee that he gets a chair 
with a high roof, or a very low ſeat stay, come back, 

. hear you, Mrs F idget Jou are ſo ready to go the foot - 
Here, take em all again, my mind We 1 


4 7 
; Nen fe 5714 ' . N 
n 

ARAMINT A., BELINDA. | 


Aram. So, this I expected Vou won't oblige me then, 
couſin, and let me have all the company to myſelf. 

Belin. No; upon deliberation, I have too much charity 
to truſt you to yourſelf. The devil watches all opportu- 
nities; and, in this favourable diſpoſition of your mind, 
Heaven knows how far you may be Jam tender 
* your reputation. | 


' Aram. I am oblig'd to — bo 's malicious | 


now, Belinda ? 
Belin. Not T; witneſs" my heart; I 'ftay out of pure af- , 


fection. | 
Aram, In my conſcicace I believe yous '- © 4 


* 
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$3 # {fs BI 11 
er. them] VAINLOVE, BELLMOUR,. FOOTMAN, 


Bell. $0, fortune * prais'd! to gad you both within, 
Ladies, is 

Aram. No e I -hope. 

Bell. Not o'your fide, Madam, I confeſs — But my 7 
rant there and I, are t wo ed that can never come to- 
gether. 

Belin. Nor are ever like 
claſh, 

Bell. How, never like ! matry Hymen forbid. But this 
it is to run ſo extravagantly i in debt; have laid out ſuch 
a world of love in your ſervice, that you think you can 
never be able to pay me all: ſo ſhun me for the ſame rea- 
ſon that you would be a dun. 

Belin. Ay, on my conſcience, and the moſt zmpanti- 
nent and troubleſome of duns.—A dun for money will be 
quiet, when he ſees his debtor has not wherewithal- 
But a dun for love is an eternal torment that never 
reſts 

Bell. Till he has created love where there was none, 
and then gets it for his pains. For importunity in love, 
Ike importunity at court, firſt creates its own intereſt, and 
then purſues it for the favour. , 

Aram. Favours that are got by impudence and impors 
tunity, are like diſcoveries from the rack, when the af- 
flicted perſon, for his caſe, ſometimes confeſſes ſecrets his 
heart knows nothing of. 

© Vain. I ſhould rather think favours, ſo gain'd, to be due 
rewards to indefatigable devotion For as love is a deity, 
be muſt be ſerv'd by prayer. 

Belia. O gad, would you wou'd all pray to Love then, 
and let us alone. | 
Vain. You are the temples of love, and is through you 
our devotion muſt be conveyed, 

D 3 
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Aram. Rather poor filly idols of your own making, 
which, upon the leaſt diſpleaſure, you forſake, and ſet up 
new—Every-man, now, changes his miſtreſs and his re- 
ligion, as his humour varies or his . 

Vain. O Madam fi; 

Aram. Nay come, | find we are growing ſerious, and 
then we are in great danger of being dull If my muſic- 
maſter be not gone, I'll entertain you with a new ſong, 
which comes pretty near my own opinion of love and your 
ſex—Who's there? Is Mr Gavot gone? _ [Calls 

Fact. Only to the next door, Madam; T call him. 


SCENE _ 


ARANINTA, BELINDA, VAINLOVE and BELL 
; MOUR. 


Bell. Why, you won't hear me with patience. 

Aram. What's the matter, couſin ? 

Bell. Nothing, Madam, only 

Belin Pr'ythee hold thy tongue=——Lard, he has ſo 
peſter'd me with flames and ſtuff I think I ſhan't en- 
dure the fight of a fire this twelvemonth. | | 

Bell. Yet all can't melt that cruel frozen heart. 

Belin. O gad, | hate your hideous fancy——you ſaid 
that once before if you muſt talk impertineutly, for 
Heaven's ſake let it be with variety ; don't come always, 
like the devil, wrapt in flames ll not hear a ſentence 
more, that begins with an I burn——or an T teſeech you, 
Madam. 

Bell. But tell me how you would be ador d am 
very tractable. 

Belin. Then know, I would be ador'd in ſilence. 

Bell. Humph, I thought ſo, that you might have all 
the talk yourſelf——you had better let me ſpeak; for if 
my thoughts fly to any pitch, 1 ſhall make villainous 


_ figns, . 
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Benn. What will you get by that? to make ſuch — as 


I don't underſtand. 
Bell. Ay, but if I am tongue-ty'd, I muſt have all my 
actions free too Quicken your apprehenſion and 


i' gad let me tell you, = moſt prevailing hero is er- 


s c ZN E IX. 
tr. them] M USIC-MASTER. 


Aram: O I am glad, we ſhall have a ſong to divert the 
diſcourſe Pray oblige us with the laſt new ſong, 


e 


| L 

Thus to a ripe conſenting maid, 
Poor, old, repenting Delia ſatd, 
Would you long preſerve your lover ? 

Would you flill his goddeſs reign 2 

Never let him all diſcover, 
Never les him much obtain. 2 
II. 

Men will admire, adore and die, 
While wiſving at your feet they lie 
But admitting their embraces, 

Wakes em from their golden dream ; 1 
Nothing's new beſides our faces, 
* very woman is the ſame. 


Aram. So, how 95 ye like the ſong, gentlemen ? 
Bell. O very well perform'd——but I don't much ad- 
mire the words. 
Aram. | expected it there's too much truth in 'em: 
if Mr Gavot will walk with us in the garden, we'll have 
D 3 
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It once again you may like it better at the ſecond 
hearing. You'll bring my couſin. 

Bell. Faith, Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but 1'll 
make ſigus.  [Adergfſes Belinda in dumb bew. 

Belin, O foh, your dumb rhetoric is more ridiculous than 
your talking impertinence; as an ape is a much. more 
troubleſome animal than a parrot. 

Aram. Ay, couſin, and 'tis a fign the creatures mimic 
nature well; fos there are few men, but do more filly 
things than they ſay. 

Bell Well, I find my apiſhneſs has paid the ranſom for 
my ſpeech, and ſet it at liberty tho' I confeſs I could be 
well enough pleas' d to drive on a love-bargain in that 
ſilent manner——'twould ſave a man a world of lying and 
ſwearing at the year's end. beſides, I have had a little ex- 
perience, that brings to mind | 


When wit and reaſon both have fail'd to move; 5 


Kind looks and actions {from ſucceſs) do prove, 
Ev'n filence may be eloquent in love. 


SCENE, The Streck. 
SILVIA 234 LUCY, 
SAYS... 
WIr be net come then | ts 
Lucy. Yes, yes, come, I warrant him, if you will go 
in and be ready to receive him. 
Silv. Why did you not tell me whom mean ng ? 
Lucy. Whom you ſhould mean, Heartwell. 
Silv, Senſeleſs creature, | meant my Vainlove. 
Lucy. You may as ſoon hope to recover your own 


maidenhead as his love. Therefofe, e'en fet your heart 
at reſt; and in the name of opportunity mind your own' 
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bufineſs. - Strike Heartwell home, before the bait's worn 
off the hook. Age will come. He nibbled fairly yeſterday, 
and no doubt will be eager enough to-day, to ſwallow the 
temptation. 

Silv. Well, ſince there” s no remedy—— Yet tell me 
for I would know, though to the anguiſh of my ſoul; how 
did he refuſe ? Tell me how did he receive my letter? 
in anger or in ſcorn ? 

- Lucy. Neither; but what was ten times worſe, with 
damn'd ſenjeleſs indifference. By this light I could have 
ſpit in his face Keceiv'd it! Why he receiv'd it, as 1 


| would one of your lovers that ſhould come empty-handed; 


as a court lord does his mercer's bill, or a begging dedi- 
cation he receiv'd it, as if 't had been a letter from 
his wife. 

S$ilv. What, did he not read it? 

Lucy. Hum'd it over, gave you his reſpects, and ſaid, he 
would take time to peruſe it—but then he was in haſte. 

- Silv. Reſpects, and peruſe it! He's gone, and Aramin- 

ta has bewitch'd him from me—Oh how the name of ri- 


val fires my blood I could curſe em both; eternal jea- 


louſy attend her love, and diſappointment meet his! Gh 
that I could revenge the torment be has caus'd—methinks 
I feel the woman ſtrong within me, and vengeance kindles 
in the room of love. 

Lucy. IJ have that in my head may make miſchief. 

Silv. How, dear Lucy? 

Lucy. You know Araminta's diſembled coyneſs has won, 
and keeps'him hers 
Silv. Could we perſuade him that ſhe loves another 

Lucy. No, you re out; could we perſuade him that 
ſhe dotes on him, tumſelf——Contrive a kind letter as 
from her, twould * his nicety, and take away his 
ſtomach. 

Silv. Impoſſible, _— never take. 

Lucy. Trouble not your head. Let me alone —I will 
inform myſelf of what paſs'd between em to-day, and about 
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it once again you may like it better at the ſecond 
hearing. You'll bring my couſin. 

Bell. Faith, Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but 1'll 
make ſigus.  [ Aderefſes Belinda in dumb ſhew. 

Belin. O foh, your dumb rhetoric is more ridiculous than 
your talking impertinence; as an ape is a much more 
troubleſome animal than a parrot. 

Aram. Ay, couſin, and *tis a fign the creatures mimic 
nature well; fos there are few men, but do more filly 
things than they ſay. 

Bell Well, I find my apiſhneſs has paid the ranſom for 
my ſpeech, and ſet it at liberty—tho' I confeſs I could be 
well enough pleas'd to drive on a love-bargain in that 

ſilent manner——'twould ſave a man a world of lying and 

ſwearing at the year's end. beſides, I have had a little ex- 
- Perience, that brings to mind 


When wit and reaſon both have fail'd to move; 5 


Kind looks and actions {from ſucceſs) do prove, 
Ev'n filence may be eloquent in love. 


ACT HM. 8CENE I. 
SCENE, The Streeh, 
SILVIA and LUCY, 
| 81 L V1 4. | | 
| VA 1'L-L be net come then | = 
Lucy. Yes, yes, come, I warrant him, if you will go 
in and be ready to receive him. 
Sitv. Why did you not tell me whom mean you ? 
Lucy. Whom you ſhould mean, Heartwell. 
Silv., Senſeleſs creature, | meant my Vainlove. 
Lucy. You may as ſoon hope to recover your own 


maidenhead as his love. Therefore, e'en fet your heart 
- at reſt; and in the name of opportunity mind your own' 
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buſineſs. - Strike teartwell home, before the bait's worn 
off the hook. Age will come. He nibbled fairly yeſterday, 
and no doubt will be eager enough to-day, to ſwallow the 
temptation. 

Silv. Well, ſince there s no remedy Yet tel me 

for I would know, though to the anguiſh of my ſoul; how 
did he refuſe ? Tell me how did he receive my letter? 
in anger or in ſcorn ? 
- Lucy. Neither; but what was ten times worſe, with 
damn'd ſenſeleſs indifference, By this light I could have 
ſpit in his face Keceiv'd it! Why he receiv'd it, as I 
would one of your lovers that ſhould come empty-handed; 
as a court lord does-his mercer's bill, or a begging dedi- 
cation he receiv'd * as if 't had been a letter from 
his wife. 

siv. What, did he not read it ? 

Lucy. Hum'd it over, gave you his reſpects, and ſaid, he 
would take time to peruſe it—but then he was in haſte. 

Silv. Reſpects, and peruſe it! He's gone, and Aramin- 
ta has bewitch'd him from me—Oh how the name of ri- 
val fires my blood — ! could curſe em both; eternal jea- 
louſy attend her love, and diſappointment meet his! Oh 
that I could revenge the torment be has caus'd—methinks 
I feel the woman ſtrong within me, and vengeance kindles 
in the room of love. 

Lucy. IJ have that in my head may make miſchicf. 

Silv. How, dear Lucy? 

Lucy. You know Araminta's diſſembled coyneſs has won, 
and keeps'him hers 

Silv. Could we perſuade him that ſhe loves another! 

Lucy. No, you 're out; could we perſuade him that 
ſhe dotes on him, himſelf——Contrive a kind letter as 
from her, 'twould _ his nicety, and take away his 
ſtomach. 

Silv. Impoſſible, — never take. 

Lucy. Trouble not your head. Let me alone —I will 
inform myſelf of what paſs d between em to- day, and about 
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it ſtraight—Hold, I'm miſtaken, or that's Heartwell, whs 
Nands talking at the corner tis he go get you in, 
Madam, receive him pleaſantly, dreſs up your face in inno- 
cence and ſmiles, and diſſemble the very want of diſſimu- 

lation—You know what will take him. . 

Silv. 'Tis as hard to counterfeit love, as it is to conceal 
it: but I'll do my weak endeavour, though I fear 1 have 

not art. 

Lacy. Hang art, Madam, and truſt to nature for diſ- 
ſembling. a 5 1 Y 
Man was by nature woman's cully made; 

We never are but by ourſelves betray'd. 


SCENE I. 
-  FEARTWELL, VAINLOVE, „„ B11 
MOUR following, 0 


Bell. Hiſt, hiſt, is not that Heartwell going to Silvia? 

Vain. He's talking to himſelf, I think : prithee let's try 
if we can hear bim- | 

Heart. Why, whither in the devil's name am 1 a-going 
now? Hum let me think——lIs not this Silvia's bouſe, 
the cave of that enchantreſs, and which conſequently I | 
ought to ſhun as I would infection? To enter here, is to | 
put on the eavenom'd ſhirt," to run into the embraces of a 
Fever, and in ſome raving fit, be led to plunge myſelf into 
that conſuming fire, a woman's arms. Ha! well recolleg- a 
ted, I will recover my reaſon, and be gone. 

Bell. Now, Venus forbid! 


Heart. Well, why do you not move ? Feet, do your of- ; 
fice——not one inch; no, foregad I'm caught There 5 
ſtands my north, and thither my ncedle points Now 

could I curſe myſelt, yet cannot repent. O thou deli- ks 


ious, damu d, dear, deſtructive woman ! S'death how the 
young fellows will hoot me! I ſhall be the jeſt of the 
town, Nay in two days, I expect to be chronicled in dit- 
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ty, and ſung in woeful ballad, to the tune of the ſuperan- 
nuated maiden's comfort, or the bachelor's fall; and upon 
the third, I ſhall be hang'd in effigy, paſted up for the exem- 
plary ornament of neceſſary houſes and coblers ſtalls— 
Death, I can't think on't——1'll run into the danger te 
loſe the apprehenfion, 


W © 23 18 £4 fd. 
BELLMOUR, VAINLO VI. 


Bell. A very certain remedy, probatum . Ha, ha, 
ha, poor George, thou art i' th' right, thou haſt ſold thy- 
ſelf to laughter; the ill-natur'd town will find the jeſt juſt 
where thou haſt loſt it. Ha, ha, how a' ſtruggled, like an 
old lawyer between two fees. 

Vain. Or a young wench, Iv) PUR PITT 
tion. 

Bell. Or as you did to-day, when half-afraid you ſuatch'd 
a kiſs from Araminta. 

Vain. She has made a quarrel on't. 

Bell. Paugh, women are only angry at fuch offences, to 
have the pleaſure of forgiving em. 

Vain, Aud I love to have the pleaſure of making ws 
peace— —I ſhould not eſteem a pardon 1 too _ 
won. 

Bell. Thou doſt not know what thou would'ſt be at; 
whether thou would'ſt have her angry or pleas'd. Could' 
thou be content to marry Araminta ? 

Vain. Cquld you be content to go to heaven? 

Bell. Hum, not immediately, in my conſcience not 
beartily. Pd do a little more good in my gencration firſt, 
in order to deferve it. 
Vain. Nor I to marry Araminta till I merit her. 

Beil. But bow the devil doft thou expect to get her if ſhe 
never yield ? 

gin. That's true; but I would 


- 


EY 
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Bell. Marry her without her ny een & "oy 
deyuud woman ——— Wwe '1 


* 


s E * * IV. 


[To them] SEKT TER. 


Trufty Setter, what tidings? how goes the project ? 
Setter. As all lewd projects do, Sir, where the devil pre- 
vents our endeavours, with ſucceſs, | a ; 
Bell. A good hearing, Setter. 
_ Vain, Well, I'll leave you with your engineer. 
Bell. And baſt thou provided neceſſaries ? | 
Setter. All, all, Sir; the large ſanctified hat, and the 
little preciſe band, with a ſwinging long ſpiritual cloak, 


to cover carnal knavery—not forgetting the black patch, 


which Tribulation Spintext wears, as I'm inform d, upon 


one eye, as a penal mourning for the ogling offences of his 


youth; and ſome ſay, with that eye he firſt diſcover'd 
the frailty of his wife. 

Bell. Well, in this fanatic father's habit, will I confeſs 
Lætitia. 

Setter. Rather prepare her for eto; Sir, by helping 
her to ſign. 
Bell. Be at your bd imdb evening, I hall 


= 0" *x f , 7 | 0 4 
: 4 , 


SCENE Y. 


SETTER alone, 


© os | 
* ? 


i Ames 1 — Sjir—T wonder to which of theſe two 


the one uſes 


gentlemen I do moſt properly appertain 


me as his attendant; the other (being the better acquaint- 
ed with my parts) employs me as a pimp; why that's 


much the more honourable employment—by all means. 
J follow one as my maſter,” t'other follows me as his con- 
ductor. 
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Lucy. There $ the in his man I had a powers 
over him in the reign of my miſtreſs; but he is too true a 
valet de chambre not to affect his maſter's faults; and 
conſequently is revolted from his allegiance. 

Setter. Undoubtedly 'tis impoſſible to be a pimp and not 
a man of parts. That is, without being polite, diligent, 
ſecret, wary, and fo forth——And to all this, valiant as 
Hercules—— That is, paſſively valiant and actively obe- 
dient. Ah! Setter, what a+ treaſure is here loſt for want 
of being known ! 

Lucy. Here's ſome villainy a-foor, hes ſo thoughtful; 
may be I may diſcover ſomething in my maiC—— Worthy 
Sir, a word with you. [Puts en ber maſk, 

Setter. Why, if 1 were known, I might come to be a 
great man 

Lury. Not to interrupt your meditation— 

Setter. And I ſhould not be the firſt that has ern 
his greatneſs by pimping. 

Lucy. Now poverty and the pox light upon thee, for a 
n pimp. 

Setter. Ha! what art, ** thus maliciouſly haſt awa- 
ken d me from my dream of glory ? 8 peak, thou vile di- 
ſturber - 

Lucy, Of thy moſt vile cogitations——thou poor, con- 


ceited wretch, how wert thou valuing thyſelf upon thy 


maſter's employment ? For he's the head-pimp to Mr Bell- 
Mmour. 
| Setter. Good words, damſel, or I ſhall But how 
doſt thou know my maſter or me ? 

Lucy. Yes, I know both maſter and man to be 
© Setter, To be men perhaps; nay, faith like enough: I 
often march in the rear of my maſter, and enter the 
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Lucy. Ay, the breach, of faith, which, he has begun: 
thou traitor to thy lawſul princeſs. 

Setter. Why, how now! pry'thee, who art ? Lay by that 
worldly face, and produce your natural vigor. 

Lucy. No, firrah, I'll keep it on to abuſe thee, and leave 
thee without hopes of revenge. 
Setter. Oh! I begin to ſmoke ye: thou art ſome forſaken 
Abigail we have dallied with heretofore, and art come to 
tickle thy imagination with remembrance of iniquity 
palt. | 


Lu. No, thou pitiful flatterer of thy maſter's imperfec- 
tion; thou maukin made up of the ſhreds and pairings of 

his ſuperfluous. fopperies.. 

Setter. Thou art thy miſtreſs* 8 foul. ſelf, compoſed of 

her ſullied iniquities and clothing. 

Lucy. Hang thee-—— Beggar's Ir maſter is 
but mumper in love; lyes canting at the gate, but never 
dares preſume to enter the houſe. 

Setter. Thou art, the wicket to thy miſtreſs s gate, to be 
—_ for all comers. In fine, thou art the high-road to 


thy miſtreſs. .... 
* Lucy, Beaſt, filthy wad, I can bold no longer : look and 
tremble, , | u 


Setter. How, Mrs Lucy! 
Lucy. 1 wonder thou haſt the impudence to look me in 


the face 

— Adſbud, who's in fault, miſtreſs of mine? who 
Aung the firſt ſtone ? who undervalued my function ? and 
who the devil could know you by'iuſtinct ?. | 
Lucy. You-could: know my office by inſtiact, and be 
hang d, which you have flander'd moſt abominably. It 
vexes me not what you ſaid of my perſon; but that my 
innocent calling ſhould be ex pos d and an 
cannot bcar it. 

Setter. Nay, faith, Lney, I'm tory, ru own myſelf to 
blame, though we are both in fault as to our Oflices—— 
Come, IH make you any reparation, . 

Lucy. Swear. 

2 


_— 


% 


THE OLD BACHELOR, 49 


Seiter. I do ſwear, to the utmoſt of my power. 

Lucy. To be brief then; what is the reafon your ma- 
ſter did not appear r e to the Gy [ 
brought him ? 

Setter. To anſwer you as briefly——He has a cauſe to 
be tried in another court. * 
Lucy. Come, tell me in plain terms, ws dns 1s he 
with Araminta. | 

Setter. Too forward to be turn'd back—Though he's 
little in diſgrace at preſent about a kiſs which he — 
Lou and 1 can kiſs, Lucy, without all that. 

Lucy. Stand oſſ He's a precious jewel, 

Setter. And therefore you'd have him to ſet in your lady's s 
Tocket. 

Lucy, Where is he now ? 

Setter. He'll be in the piazza preſently. 

Lucy. Remember to-day's debe. me ſee you 
with a penitent face 

Setter. What, no token of amity, Lucy? you and I don't 
uſc to part with dry lips. 

Lucy. No, no, avaunt—1'll not be laber; d and kiG'd 
nom I'm not i'th' humour. 


Setter. I'll not quit you ſo— II ſollow and put you into 
the humour. 


SCENE VI, 
Sir JOSEPH Wir roi. BLUFF, 


Bluff. And ſo out of your unwonted SAL NEAT / 

Sir Jo. And good-nature, back; I am good · natur d, and I * 
can't help it. 

Bluff. Lou have given him a note upon Fondlewiſe for 
a hundred pound. 

_ Sir J.. Ay, ay, poor fellow, he vent ur'd fair for't. 

Bluff. You have diſobliged me in it — for I have oc- 
caſion for the money, and if * would look me in the 

Vol. I E 
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face again and five, go, and force him to redeliver you the 
note e bring it me Ros. II . * for 
vou. W348 49, o tee. 

Sir Jo. You may ſtay till the tis of b 1 vy 
the Lord Harry, Ino better things than to be run thro? 
the guts for a hundred pound Why, I gave that hun- 

; dred\/pound' for being faved, and dye think, an there were 
\ no danger, Il be fo. en to take it from the e h 
man again? 
af. Well, goto bim for me —— Tell him, 1 fay he 
muſt refund or Bilbo's the word, and laughter will en- 
ſue it he refuſe, tell him but whiſper that: tell 
bim I piak his ſoul - but whiſper that oftly to him, 
Sir Jo. So ſoftly, that he ſhall never hear on't I warrant 
you—why; what a devil's the matter, bully, are you mad? 
or d' ye think m mad? Agad for my part, I don't love to 
be the meſſenger ofillnews; tis an nen dae 
tell him yourſelf. 
Bluff By theſe hilts I believe be frighted you 1010 bie 
compoſition: I believe you gave it him out * ok pure 
paltry fear confeſs. 

Sir 70. No, no, hang't I was not afraid een 
I confeſs he did in a manner ſnap me up- et I 
can't ſay that it was altogether out oi fear, but partly to 

prevent miſchief—for'he was a deviliſh choleric fellow : 

and if my choler had. been up too, agad there would bave 

been miſchief done, that's flat. And yet I believe if you 

had been by, I would as ſoon have let him a had. a hun- 
Ared of my teeth. Adſheart, if he ſhould come ve now | 
\ hen lm angry l d tell r 9810 X. 112 
uc [ 

d. ah Il -. GRE N E vl. 
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Sharp. Six Joſeph your note. was accented, and the 
money paid at fight : I'm come to return my thanks 

Sir Jo. They won't be * readily as the bill, 
Sir. 

Bell. 1 doubt the knight repents, — looks 
like the knight of the ſorrowful face. 

Sberp. This is a double generoſity Do meacbindack, 
and refuſe my thanks But I hope you are not 23 
| that [ offer'd em 

Sir Jo. May be I am, Sir, may be I am not, Sir, may be 
Lam both, Sir; what then? I hope I may be offended, 
without any offence to you, Sir. 

Sharp. Hey-day! Captain, what's the matter? you can 
tell. 

Bluff. Mr Sharper, the matter is plain sir Joſeph has 
found out your trick, and does not care to be put upon, 
being a man of honour... 

Harp. Trick, Sir? 

Sir Jo. Ay, trick, Sir, and won't be put upon, Sir, being 
a man of honour, Sir, and fo, Sir 

Sharp. Harkee, Sir Joſeph, a word with ye la con- 
fideration of ſome favours lately received, I would not 
have you draw. yourſelf into a premunire, by truſting to 
that ſign of a man there —chat pot - gun charg d with 
wind. 

Sir Jo: o Lord, O Lord, Captain, come juſtify yourſelf 
u give him the lic if you'll ſtand to it. 

Sharp. Nay them I'll be beforehand with. you, take that 
— Oafe. [ Cuffs bim. 
5 Jo. Captain, will you ſee this? won't you pink his 

Bluff. Huſht, tis not ſo convenient now——l ſhall fiad 
a time: 

Sharp. What, do you mutter about a time, raſcal —— 
Yau were the incendiary——— There's to put you in mind of 
your time ——— A: memorandum... [Kicks him.” 

* Oh this. is your time, Bir; you had beſt make uſe 
on't, 


R 2 


| Jeu, my friend, abus' d aud a d and f. ick'd? | 8 


N N 
Bit 75. What, Bully? + We 


—be ucks noi vital Alr who dares afficm i it to this lace. 
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Sharp I gad and 10 I wille there's N you.” 
ov Fol ov M Hot 1887 87 Lcd, kat 


«Bl.» You are obdiging, Sir, but- this is too public a 


place to — ä e 


; again. x F571 Ay A "4 ” 


© 1Shayp.: Ay, — comard, and whe 1 


as for example. 2 [Kicks iim. 


Bell. Ha, ba; . aways . ſeanilous to kick 


this puppy, unleſs a man were cold, ns bi * way 


to get ne beat. 


5 0 E N E IX. "I 
Sir JOSEPH WiTTOL ZT UNT. 


Bf Very well very fine——but tis no —— 
Is not this fine, Sir Joſeph ? | 

Sir Jo, Indifferent, agad in my op nion very indiffe- 
rent I'd rather go plain all my life, than wear ſuch 
fac 

13 Death and bell f to be afftonted thus! Fitd; ie 
ri ſuffer it. _ | 12 raws. 

dir Jo. O Lord, his * was not raiſed before 
nay, dear Captain, don't be in a paſſion now he's gone 
Put up, put up, dear back, *tis your Sir Joleph begs, come, 
come, let me kits thee; * ſo, put up, put up. 

Bluff. By Heav'n tis pot to be put up. 


VBE 
1 


ven nog ii, 


affront. 
A 270 NY agad no more e "tis, for ks dri put u up ey 
1 I mean. TS 
F W en, Sir Joſeph, at your edt bi vere bot 


f [Putt? ing wp | bis fv, r 
Sir . oy, a) 0 you were too J 0 no matter, tis. paſt.” 
. Bluff... By the it mmortal thunder of great guns, 'tis tale 


1. 


Ick. 


THE OLD BACHELOKT 8 

Sir Fo. To that face I graut you, Captain No, no, 

I grant vou Not to that face, by the Lord Harry—lf 
you had put on your fighting face before; you had done 
his bafineſs—hedurſt as ſoon have kiſs'd you; as kick d you 
to your face—But a man can no more help what's done 
behind his back, than what's — — 


more of what's paſt. 
Viaff. Til catt a'council of war within to conſer of wy 


revenge to come. 


- 


e 


1 AATWEI I, SILVIA. — 
x | 
5 SS =: 


As Amoret and Thyrfis lay 
Melting the hours in gentle play: 
\ ; Joining faces, mingling kiſſes, * 
And exchanging harmleſs bliſſes : 5 


He trembling cry d with eager baſte, | 
0 let me feed as well as _— f 3 
ae | tie, I net wholly et. 

gg #3: [4fter the ſong, 4 dance of ant ici. ] 
2 $itv. Jaded it is very fine—l could look upon em all 
day. 


Heart. Well, has this .prevaifd for n me, and vin you look 
upon me: ? 
- Site nf, you could fing and dance ſo, [ ſhould love to 
look upon you too. 
Heart, Why 'twas I ſung and nc T gave muſic to 
e voice, and life i to their meaſures——Look you here, 
Silvia, { Pulling ing out a purſe and chinbing it.) here are ſongs 
and, dances, poetry and mific——hark! how ſweetly one 
guinea rhymes to another—and how they ; dance to the 
muſic of their own chink. This buys all the t t *other— 
wad {this — ſhalt have; this, and all that 1 am vorth 
| * 
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for the purchaſe of thy lave——Sax, is it mine then ha? 

' Speak, Sren—Qons; why do I lock on her? Yet! I muſlin 
Speak, dear. angel * en enn da not rack me 
with ſuſpence. * . Y 
*S8ttv.' Nay; dal _ as me: fo————You make me 
ba —1 cannot look. 2 5 

Heart. Oh manhood, hers art chow! What: am 1 come. 
9955 a woman's toy, at theſe years! Death, a bearded baby 
for a gul to dandle. © dotage, dotage ! That ever that. 
noble paſſion, luſt; ſhould ebb to this degree No 
reflux of vigorous blood: but milky love ſupplies the 
empty channels; and prompts me to the ſoftneſs of a child 
a mere infant and woud ſuck. Can ow love me, 
silvia 7 ſpeak. 

Sitv. I dare not fpeak till I bellove jou, find ldect frm: 
afraid to believe you yet. 

Heart. Death, how her innocence torments and ente 
me! Lying, child, is indeed the art of love; and men are 
generally maſters in it: but I'm ſo newly entered you 
cannot diſtruſt me of any ſkill in the treacherous: myſtery 
Now by my ſqul 1 cannot lie, nn were, * 
; frve a friend or gain a. miſtreſs. 

i= Sifv, Muſt you lie then, if vou eee, 

Heart. No, ne, dear ignorance, thou beauteous 83 
ung -I telt thee I do love thee, and tell it for a truth, 
« naked truth, which Im aſham'd ta diſcovar. 

"$6. But love, they ſay, is a tender thing, that will 
ſmooth frowns, and make calm an angry face; will ſoften 
à tugged temper, and make ill humoured people good: you 
look ready to fright one, and talk as if your pelſion den 
Hor love; but anger. 

Hertie both; for I am angry wich myſelf when 4 am 
pleaſed with you And a pox upon me for loving thee 
ſo'wel——yct I muſtog—— Tis a bearded arrow, and N 
more eaſily be thruſt forward than drawn back. 

Silo. Indeed if L were well aſſur d you. ; but How 
can I be well affur'd ? | 
Heart. Take the fymptoms—and aſk all the tyrants 


* 
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of chy ſex," if their: fools-are not known by this partys 
coloured livery 1 am melaucholie when thou arr abſent, 
; took like an aſs when thou art preſent, wake ſor thec when 
J ſhould ſleep; and even dream of thee when 1 am awake; 
ſigh much, drink little, eat leſs; court ſolitude, am grown 
very entertaining to myſelf, and (as I am informed) v 
trouble ſome to every body elſe. If this be not love, it is 
madueſs, and then it is pardonable Nay yet a more cex· 
tain ſigu than all this, I give thee my money. 

Silv,. Ay, but that is no ſign; for they ſay gentlemen 
will give money to any naughty woman to come to bed to 
them 0 gemini, I hope 9c neee I wont t 
be a whore. An 

— The more is the pity. [Afide. 

Silv. Nay, if you would marry me, you mould not come 
ne bed to me—you have ſuch a beard, and would ſo prickle 

But do you intend to marry me? } 

— That a ſool ſhould aſk ſuch a malicious queſtionl 
weathh I: ſhall be drawn in before I know where I am 
However, I find I am pretty ſure of her conſent, if I am 
put to it { Aſide.] Marry you! no, no, PI love you. 

Silv. Nay, but if you love me, you muſt, marry me; 
what, don't 4 know my father lov'd my mother, and was 
married to ber? 

Heart. Ay, ay, in old days people 1 where they 
lov'd; but that faſhion is chang'd, child. | 
Sl. Never tell me that, 1 know it is not chang'd by 
n for I love you and would marry you- 

Heart. I'M have my deard ſhav'd, it ſhan't hurt thee, 
and we'll go to bed 

Si!v. No, no, I'm not ſuch a fool neither but I can keep 
myſelf honeſt—here, | won't keep any thing that's yours; 
T hate you now, [Throws the Parſe.} and I never ſee you 
upzin, cauſe you'd have me be naught. Going. 

Heart, Damm her, let her go, and a good riddance - yet 
d much tenderneſs and beauty—and honeſty together is a 


4 


— — 


- 


— 


© THE OLD BACHELOR. 
jewel—«ſlay, Sitvfa but then to marry h. (every 


man plays the fo one in his Ne; bur to 2 is —_ 


ing the fool all one's life long. 2 0525506) 
Stv. What did you call me for 1 2 4 


Heart. TI give thee alt I hade f aud thou (halt * wich 


me! in every thing ſo Ie my wife, the world ſhall believe 


. It ; nay, thou malt think To 2 ber may not 


nk o. 

Silv. I'll die Velbte Pl be your ce. ws 1 
love you. 

Heart. aſide.] A woman, and ignorant, may bs honeR, 
when tis out of obſtin contradiction — but death 
it is but a may be, and upon ſcurvy terms Well; fare- 
well then—if I can get out of ſight I _ get the better 
of myſelf, = © * 

Silv,. Well—good by. [Turns and weeps. 

Heart. Hay! nay come, we'll kiſs at parting, { Kiſſes her.] 
By Heaven her kifs is ſweeter than liberty—1 will marry 
thee—there thou haſt bake All my refolves Sees in 
that kiſs—once more. 

Silv. But when! ? 

"Heart. I'm impatient till it be et Lill. not give 
ſetf 1;Berty to think, Jeſt 1 mould cb -I will about a 
cence ſtraight—in the evening expect BY Pap ent way 


more to confirm me mad; . ein. nom Of 52 
Siv. Ba, ha, * "un old fox . ww 111.94 
101071 i777 o7 65 

arte * 

- {> 516350 

#11 tr. 1 5 "I c K N . Fi XI. * 1 * f # 
| £92 ,152 

er den ve x. 1 I 5 afol N 

n 25) 


Bleſs me! you a frighted ve, 1 thought be has been come —— 
again, and had heard me. 
Lucy. Lord, Madam, I met your lover i in as nch . 


as if he had been going for x mid wiſe. 
= -$/tv. He's going for a parſon; girl, the 2 — 


midwife, ſome nine months hence Well, l find diſ- 


_ td our ſex is as natural as ſwimming * negro; 
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we may depend upon our {kill to ſave. us at a plunge, 
tho till then awe never made the experiment but bow | 
baſt thou ſucceeded ? 

Lucy. As you would wiſh; ende there is, no reclaimiog 


Viiniove: have found out a pique ſhe bas taken at him, 
and Have fram d a letter that makes her ſue for reconcili- 
ation firſt; I know that will do- walk in and I'll ſhew it 
you.” Come, Madam, you're like to have a happy time 
on't, both your love and anger-ſatisfied ! all that can 
charm! our ſex cbnſpires to pleaſe you. | 

That woman ſure enjoys à bleſſed night, 

. W —2T both at once * 


181,1. 


on 6541 
oer vk, the Street 
CITE 7 i 


1 bo anten in fanatic habit, SETTER 


Sas em. 


Is pretty near the hour, ¶ Locking on bis watch.) Well 
aud Row, Setter, ha? dots my rec fit Au 
Wl deb it t eaſy on me? 

Set. O moſt religiouſly well, Sir. 

Ball. I wonder why all our young fellows Gould glory, is 
an opinion of Atheiſm, when they may be ſo much more 
eonvenichtly lewd under the coverlet of geligion. 

Set. 8'bud, Sir, away quiekly ; there's Fondlewife juſt 
turn'd the corner, and's coming this way. 

Dell. Gads fo, Tor — is, and _ not ſee me. 
od 1337? Doi 


” 
"wg ien e 1 85 
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rONDLEWIPE, BARNABY, 
S TDJfifl ' 91 1 

"Fond." x ay Twill tary at home, TITEL 5 
N. But, Sr. e At 


- J 1 p ? - 4 P 
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. Fond. Good lack! I profeſs the ſpirit of contradiction 
bath poſſeſt the lad—1 ſay I will-tarry at home, varlet. 

Bar, I have done, Sir; then farewel five hundred pound. 
Fond. Ha, bow's that! Stay, ſtay, did you leave word, 
ſay you? with his wife? with Comfort herſelf ? 
- Bar. I did; and Comfort will ſend Tribulation hither as 
ſoon as ever he comes: home I could have brought young 
Mr Prig to have kept my miſtreſs company i in the mean 
time; but you ſay 

Fond. How, how, ſay, varlet 7 1 ſay let him not come 
near my doors; I ſay he is a wanton young Levite, and 
pampereth himſelf up with dainties, that he may look 
lovely in the eyes of women ——Sincerely I am afraid he 
hath already defiled the tabernacle of our ſiſter Comfort; 
while her good huſband is deluded by his godly appear- 


aace—l1 ſay, that even luſt doth ſparkle in his eyes, and 


glow upon his checks, and that I would as ſoon truſt my 
wife with a-Lofd's high-fed chaplain. 

Bar. Sis, the hour draws nigh—and nothing will be 
done there till you come. 

Fond, And nothing can be done here till I 20—lo that 
Fll tarry, d'ye ſee. . 
Bar. And run the hazard to-lefe. your affair, Sir? 

Fond. Good lack, good lack I profcſs tis a very ſufſici- 
ent vexat ion, for a man to have a handſome wife. 

Bar. Never, Sir, but when the man is an inſufficient 
buſband. Tis then indeed, like the vanity of taking a 


| Kine houſe, and yet be forced to let lodgings, to help to- 


the rent. 
Fond. 1 profeſs a very apt compariſon, varlet ; go and 
bid my Cocky come out to me. I will give her ſome inſtruc- 
tions, I will reaſon with her before I go. 7 


s CEN E II. 
FONDLEWIFE alone.” 


And in the mean time, I will reaſon with myſelf——Tell 


wes Coo 
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me, Iſaac, why art thou jealous ? why art thee diſtruſtful 
of the wife of thy boſom ?—becauſe ſhe is young and vi- 
gorous, and I am old and impotent. Then why didſt thee 
.marry, Iſaac ?—becauſe ſhe was beautiful and tempting, 
and becauſe I was obſtinate and doating; ſo that my in- 


. Clination was, and is ſtill, greater than my power. And 


will not that which tempted thee, alſo tempt others, who 
will tempt her, lſaac ?—I fear it much. But does not thy 
wife love thee, nay, doat upon thee—yes— Why then 
Ay, but to ſay truth, ſhe's fonder of me than ſhe has rea- 
ſon to be; and in the way of trade, ve ſtill ſuſpect the 
ſmootheſt dealers of the deepeſt deſigns - and that ſhe has 
ſome deſigns deeper than thou canſt reach, th' haſt experi- 
_ Iſaac— but, mum. 


SCENE IV. 


TOoNDTLE WIT E, LAETITIA. 
Let. I hope my deareſt: jewel is not going to leave me, 
are you, Nykin? 


Found. Wife, have you thoroughly conſidered how.deteſts 
able, how heinous, and how crying a fn, the ſin of adul- 


tery is? have you weigh'd i it, Lſay ? for it is a very weighty 


fo; and although it may ly heavy upon thee, yet thy huſ- 
band.,muſt alſo bear his part; for thy iniquity will fall 
upon.h his bead. 

Tes. Bleſs me, what means my dear! 

Fond. aſide} I profeſs ſhe has an alluring eye; 1 am 
doubt ful whether I ſhall truſt her, even with Tribulation 
himſel. Speak, I ſay, have you conſidered what it is to 
euckold your huſband? __ 

Let. aſide.] I'm amaz'd; ſure he "has diſcovered | no- 
thing Who has wrong'd me to my deareſt ? I hope my 


jewel. does not think, that ever I had any ſuch thing in my 


bead, or ever will have. 
Fond. No, no, I tell you 1 ſhall have it in my head 


d. ae 1 kao not what to Thinkz but Im. fer 


* 


* 


60 THE OLD BACHELOR 
ſolv'd to find the meaning of it——Unkind dear! was it 
for this you ſent to call me? is it not affliction enough 
that you are to leave me, but you muſt ſtudy to increaſe 
it by. unjuſt ſuſpicions ?. [ Crying.] Well well——you 
know my fondneſs, and you love to tyrannize——Go on, 
cruel man, do, triumph over my poor heart, while it holds; 

which cannot be long, with this uſage of yours But 
that's what you want Well, you will have your ends 
ſoon You will———You will Yes, it will break 
to oblige you. . LS gls. 

Fond. Verity I fear 1 have carried the jeſt too far 
Nay, look you now if ſhe does not weep tis the fandeſt 
fool- Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, don't cry, 
I was but in jeſt, I was i'feck. 

Let. aſide.) O then all's ſafe. I was terribly frighted— 
My affliction is always your jeſt, barbarous man ! Oh that 


I ſhould love to this degree! yet 


Fond. Nay, Cocky. 
Let. No, no, you are weary of me, that's it. that's 


all, you would get another wife another fond fool, to 
break her heart well, be as cruel as. you can to me, 
T'll pray for you; and when I am dead with grief, may 
you have one that will love you as well as I have done: 
- I ſhall be conrented to ly at peace in my cold grave 
ſinee it will pleaſe you. [Szzbs; 
Fond. Good lack, good lack, the would melt a heart of 
oak———T1 profeſs I can hold no longer Nay, dear 
Cocky——Vfeck you'll break my heart——1T'feck you will 
| See you have made me weep——made poor Nykin 
weep——— —Nay, come kiſs, buſs poor Nykin———and I 
ha t leave thee ll loſe all firſt. 
Let. aſide.] How! Heaven forbid ! that will be W 
the jeſt too far indeed. 
Fond. Won't you kiſs Nykin ? 
Let. Go naughty Nykin, you don't love me. 
Fond. Kiſs, kiſs, i'feck 1 do. 
"Let. No, you don't. | be liffes bim. 
Fund. What, not love Cocky! - 
| f | 
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Let. No—h. LVs be. 
Fond. I profeſs, I do love thee better than five hundred 
pound — and ſo thou ſhalt ſay, for I'll leave it to ſtay with 
thee. | 
Let. No, you ſhan't neglect your buſineſs for me—-No 
indeed you ſant, Nykin— If you don't go, yy thiak 
you been dealous of me ſtill. 
Fond. He, he, he, wilt thou, poor fool ? Then I will go, 
I won't be dealous— Poor Cocky, kiſs Nykin, kiſs Nykin, 
ee, ee, ce—— Here will be the good man anon, to talk to 
Cocky, and teach her how a wife ought to behave herſelf, 
Let. aſide.] I hope to have one that will ſhew me how a 
huſband ought to behave himſelf—-I ſhall be glad to learn 
to pleaſe my jewel. [ Kiſs. 
Fond. That's my good dear Come, kiſs Nykin once 
more, and then get you in—· So- Get you in, get you in. 
By, by. 5 
Let. By Nykin. 
Fond. By Cocky. 
Lat. By Nykin. 


Fond. By Coeky, by, by. 


$:0,3 08 
VAINLOVE, SHARPER 


Sharp. How! Araminta loſt ! 
Vain. To confirm what 1 have ſaid, read this — 
[Gives a letter. 
Sharp. Reads.] Hum, hum,—** And what then appeared 
* a fault, upon reflection, ſeems only an effect of a roo 
powerful paſſion. I'm afraid I give too great a proof of 
% my own at this time—I am in diſorder for what I have 


* written, But ſomething, I know not what, forced me. 


* I only beg a favourable cenſure of this and your 
«© Araminto.” 
Sharp. Loſt! Pray Heaven thou haſt not loſt thy wits. 
Here, here, ſhe's thy own, man, fign'd and fcal'd too—To 
vol. I. * 
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her, man——a delicious melon, pure and conſenting ripe, 
and only waits thy cutting up—She has been breeding 
Jove to thee all this while, and juſt now chad s deliver'd 
of it. 

Vain. Tis an — fruit, and ſhe has miſcarricd of 
; her love. 

Sharp. Never lee this damn'd, ill-natur'& whimſy, 
Frank? Thou haſt a ſickly -peevith appetite ; only chew 
love, and cannot digeſt it. 

Vain. Yes, when I feed myſelf ——But I hate to be 
cramm'd By Heav'n, there's not a woman will give a 
man the pleaſure of a chace : my ſport is always bald, or 
cut ſhort——]1 ſtumble over the game I would purſue 
Tis dull and unnatural to have a hare run full in the 
hound's mouth; and would diſtaſte the keeneſt hunter— 
] would have overtaken, not have met my game. 

Sharp. However I hope you don't mean to forſake it ; 
that will be but a kind of a mungrel cur's trick. Well, 
are you for the Mall ? 

Vain. No, ſhe will be there this evening— Yes, I will 
go tvo—and ſhe ſhall ſee her error ij 

Sharp. In her choice, gad But thou canſt not be ſo 
great a brute as to flight her? 

Vain. I ſhould diſappoint her if I did not——bBy ber ma- 
nagement I ſhould think ſhe expects it. 


Alt naturally fly what does purſue : 
'Tis fit men ſhould be coy, when women woo. 


8 CE N E VL 1 0 


1 oem in a R 88 


A SERVANT e BELLMOUR in 4 fanatic habit, 
Fi awith a patch upon ene eye, and a book in his hand, 


"na Here's a chair, Sir, if you pleaſe to repoſe your- 


elk, My miſtreſs is coming, Sir. | 
Bell. Secure in my diſguiſe, I have outfac'd ſaſpicion, 


abit, 


Oure 


tion, 


THE OLD BACHELOR. 63 


and even dard diſcovery— This cloak my ſanctity, and 
truſty Scarron's novels my prayer-book—Methinks I am 
the very picture of Montufar in the * 
ſue comes. 


SC EN E VII. 


BELLM OUR, LAETITIA, 


“Thus fly the clouds, divided by her light, 
And ev'ry eye receives a neu- born fight.” 
[Throwing off his cloak, patch, &c. 
Let. ** Thus ſtrew'd with bluſhes, like”—— Ah! Hea- 
ven defend me ! Who's this ? [ Diſcovering bim, flarts. 
Bell. Your lover, 
Let. Vainlove's friend! I know his face, and he has be- 
tray'd me to him, [ Aſide, 
Bell. You are ſurpriſed. Did you not expect a lover, 
Madam ? Thoſe eyes ſhone kindly on my firſt appearance, 


© So breaks Aurora through the veil of night, ? 


though now they are o'er-caſt. 


Let. I may well be ſurpriſed at your ga and impu- 
dence; they are both new to me—You are no: what 
your firſt appearance promiſed : the piety of your habit 
was welcome, but not the hypocriſy. 

Bell. Rather the lter was welcome, but not the 
hypocrite. 

Let. Who are you, Sir ? You have miſtaken the houſe 


ſure. 


Bell. J have directions in as pocket, which agree © with 
every thing but your unkindneſs. [ Pulls out the letter. 
Let. My letter! Baſe Vainlove ! Then 'tis too late to 
diſſemble. [ Aſide.] Tis plain then you have miſtaken the 
perſon. [ Going, 
Bell. If we part fo I'm miſtaken Hold, hold, 
Madam I confeſs I have run into an error I beg 
your pardon a thouſand times What an eternal bloc k- 
head am 1! Can you forgive me the diſorder I have put 
s F 2 
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you into But it is a A fie which wy oP _—_— 
bave made. | 

Let What can this — is impoſſible "a fhould 
be miſtaken after all this A handſome fellow if he 
had not ſurpriſed me : methinks, now I look on him 


again, [ would not have miſtaken. [Ajide.} We are all 


liable to miſtakes? Sir; if you own it to be ſo, there needs 
no further apology. 

Bell. Nay, faith, Madam, tis a ee one, and worth 
your hearing. Expecting a friend, laſt night, at his 
lodgings, till *twas late; my intimacy with him gave me 
the freedom of his bed; he not coming home all night, a 
letter was delivered to me by a ſervant in the morning; 
upon the peruſal I found the contents. ſo charming, that 
could think of nothing all day bat putting em in prac- 
tice————till juſt now, (the firſt time I ever look'd 
upon the ſuper ſeript ion,) I am the moſt ſurpris'd in the 
world to find it directed to Mr Vainlove, Gad, Madam, 
Jak you a million of pardons, and will make you any ſa- 
tis faction. 

Let. I am Gives d—And either Vainlove is not guib 
ty, or he has handſomely excus'd him.  [Afiae. 

Bl]. You appear concern'd, Madam. 

Let. I hope you are a geatiemas and fince you 
are privy to a weak woman's failing, won't turn it to the 
prejudice of her reputation. ou look as if oo had more 
honour 

B U. And more love; or my face is à falſe witaef, 
and deſerves to be pillory'd—No, by Heav'n, I ſwear 

Let. Nay, don't ſwear if you'd have me belicve you; 
but promiſe— 

Bell. Well, 1 promiſe—A- promiſe is 8 me 
leave to ſwear— by thoſe eyes, thoſe killing eyes; by 
thoſe healing lips, —Oh !. preſs the ſoft charm cloſe to mine 
— and ſeal them up for ever. R 

Let. Upon that condition. [He kiffes her, 

Bell. Eternity was in that moment One more, upon 


any condition. 
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Let. Nay, now——1 never ſaw any thing ſo agreeably 
impudent. ¶Aſide.] Won't you cenſure me for this, now? 
— but *tis to buy your filence. [Xii] Oh, but what am 
I doing 

Bell. Doing! no tongue can expreſs it—not thy own! 
nor any thing but thy lips. I am faint with the exceſs 
of bliſs : Oh, for love-ſake, lead me any whither where I 
may ly down PI: for I'm afraid I ſhall — 
à fit. 

Let. Bleſs me ! what fit ? 

Bell. Oh, a convulſion I feel the ſymptoms. 

Let. Does it hold you long? I'm afraid to carry you 
into my chamber. 

Bell. Oh, no: let me ly down upon the bed; — the 
fit will be ſoon over. 


4 


s CEN E VI. 
SCENE, 5. James's Park. 
ARAMINTA and BELINDA meeting. 


Belin. Lard, my dear, I am glad to have met you 
I have been at the Exchange finee, and am ſo tir'\d—— + 

Aram. Why, what's the matter? 

Beli. Oh, the moſt inhuman barbarous hackney-coach ! 
Fus um * jelly Am not I horribly tous d? 

[ Pulls eus a pocket-ylafs. 

Aram. Your Wr a little out of order. 

Belin. A little! O frightful! what a furious phyz I have? 
O moſt rueful! ba, ha, ha: O gad, I hope no body will 
come this way, till J have put myſelf a little in repair 
Ah! my dear—I have ſeen ſuch unhewn creatures ſince 
—— ha, ha, ha, I can't for my ſoul help thinking that 1 


look juſt like one of 'em——Good dear, pin this, and 


I'll tell you—— Very well-——5$o, thauk you, my dear 
But as I was telling you----Piſh, this is the untoward'ſt 
F 3 


| 
| 
| 
6 
| 
| 
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ike root, as I was telling you How d'ye like me 
now/? Hideous, ha? Etightfal ſtill ? Or ho- 

Aram. No, no; you're very well as can be, /- ++ 

Belin. And — where did I leave of, my dear? 
I was telling you- 

Aram. You were about to tell me fomething, child 
but you left off before you began. 

Helin. Oh; a moſt comical fight : a country ſquire, 
with the equipage of a wife and two daughters, came to 
Mrs Snipwell's ſhop while I was there——But, oh gad! 
two ſuch unlick'd cubs ! 

Aram. I warrant, plump, cherry-cheek'd country girls. 

Belin. Ay, on my conſcience, fat as barn-door fowl: 


"Bis ſo bedeck d, you would have taken em for Friezland 


hens, with their feathers growing the wrong way -0 
ſuch out-landiſh creatures! Such Tramontanes, and fo- 
reigners to the faſhion, or any thing in practice! I had not 
patience to behold I undertook the modelling of one of 
their fronts, the more modern ſtruture—— 


© Aron. Bleſs me, couſin, why would yon affront any 


body ſo? They might be 3 of à very good 
family 

Belin.' Of a very ancient one, 1 dare Wurz, by their 
dreſs —Afront ! Pſhaw, how you're miſtaken! The poor 
creature, I warrant, was as full of curthes, as if J had 
been her godmother : the truth on't is, I did endeavour to 
make ber look like a Chriſtian—and ſhe was ſenſible of 
it; for ſhe thank'd me, and gave me two apples, piping * 


hot, out of her under-petticoat-pocket—Ha, ha, ha! And 


t'orher did fo ſtare and gape I fancicd her like the 
front of her father's hall; her eyes were the two jut- 
windows, and her mouth the great door, moſt hoſpitably 
kept open, for the entertainment of travelling flies. 

Aram. So then ; you have been diverted. What did 
they buy? 

Belin, Why, the father bought a powder-horn, and an 
almanac, and a comb-caſe; the mother, a great fruz- 
tower, and a fat amber-necklace ; the daughters only toxe 


— 
„ 
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two pair of kid- leatber gloves, with trying em on — Oh 
gad, here comes the _ mo Wye at Ur Lady Freelove's 


Tocher day. 


.$.C E N. E. IX. 
[To them] Sir JOSEPH and BLUFF. 


Aram. May be he may not know us again: 
Belin. We'll put on our maſks to ſecure his ignorance. 
[ They put on their maſks. 
Sir '7e. Nay, gad, In pick up; I'm reſolw'd to make 
| a a night on't—T'll go to Alderman Fondlewife by and by, 
and get fifty pieces more from him. Adſlidikins, Bully, 
we'll wallow in wine and women. Why, this ſame Ma- 
dera-wine has made me as light as a graſhopper——Hiſt, 
hiſt, Bully, doſt thou ſee thoſe tearers? [Sings.] Los you 
what here is— Lock you what bere is———Toll—lal—dera— 
toll lol gad, t'other glaſs of Madera, and 1 durſt 
i ave attack d em in wy own proper perſon, without your 
help. 
Bluff. Come on then, knight. But d'ye know what 


4 to ſay to 'em ? 

4 | Sir Jo. Say: poco, pox, ve enough to fay—never fear 

4 it—that is, if I can but think on't : truth is, I have but a 

f treacherous memory. 

* Belin. O frightful! Couſin, "what ſhall we do? Theſe 

d things come towards us. 

"M Aram. No matter———] fee Vainlove coming this way 

to ——and, to confeſs my failing, I am willing to give him 

ly an opportunity of making his peace with me—and to rid 
me of thoſe coxcombs, when | ſcem oppreſe d with em, 


Fl will be a fair one. 
Bluff. Ladies, by theſe hilts you are well met. 
Aram. We are afraid not. 
Bluff. What ſays my pretty little knapſack carrier? 
[To Belinda. 


. Wh 


Sir Jo. Nay, now I'm in—l can prattle like a magpye. 


* 


62 THE OLD BACHELOR 
- Belin. O monſtrous filthy fellaw! Good flovenly cap- 


tain Huff, Bluff, (what is your hideous name?) be gone: 


you ſtink of brandy and tobacco, moſt ſoldier- like. Poh, 
| __ ['Spits. 
Bluff. Now am I ſlap daſh down in the mouth, and have 


not one word to ſay ! | [ Aſide, 
Aram. I hope my fool has not d confidence enough to be 


troubleſome.” # [ Aſide. 
Sir Fo. Hem! Pray, Madam, which way's the wind? 
Aram. A pithy queſtion——Have you ſent your wits 
for a venture, Sir, that you enquire ? 


(Ade. 


Cn. 
[To them] - SHARPER and VAINLOVE at ſome diſtance, 


Belin. Dear Araminta, I'm tir'd. 
_ Aram. *Tis but pulling of our maſks, and obliging 


Vainlove to know us. Ill be rid of my fool by fair means 


Well, Sir Joſeph, you ſhall ſee my face but, 


be gone immediately! ſee one that will be jealous, to 
find me in diſcourſe with you—Be di greet—No reply; but 
away.. [Unmaſks. 

Sir 76 The great fortune, that dined at my Lady Free- 
loves! Sir Joſeph, thou art a made man. Agad, I'm in 


love up to the ears. But I'll be diſcreet and huſh'd. [ Aſide. 


Bluff. Nay, by the world, I'll ſee your faces 

Belin. You ſhall. . © [Unmaſks. 

Sharp. Ladies, your humble ſervant——We were afraid 
you would not have given us leave to know you. 

Aram. We thought to have been private—But we find 
fools have the ſame advantage over a face in a maſk, that 


-a coward has, while the ſword is in the ſcabbard 50 


were forced to dra w in our own defence, 
Bf My bloed riſes at that fellow; 1 can't ſtay where 


he is; and 1 muſt not draw in the park, {To Sir Joſeph, 


THE OLD BACHELOR. 60 
Sir Jo. I wiſh I durſt ſtay to let her know my lodging 


8 „c. E N E * * * 
ARAMINTA, BELINDA, VAINLOVE, SHARPER. 


Sharp. There is in true beauty, as in courage, ſomewhat, 
which narrow fouls cannot dare to *>dmire——And fee, 
the owls are fled, as at break of day. 

Belin, Very, courtly I believe, Mr Vainlove has not 
rubb'd his eycs ſinee break of day neither, he looks as if 
he durſt not approach —Nay, come couſin, be friends with 
him I ſwear he looks fo very ſimply, ha, ha, ha!—Well, 
a lover in the ſtate of ſeparation from his miſtreſs, is like 
a body without a ſoul. Mr Vainlove, ſhall 1 be bound 
for your good behaviour for the future? 

Vain. Now muſt I pretend ignorance equal to hers, of 
what ſhe knows as well as I. [ A/ile) Men are apt to offend 
('tis true) where they find moſt goodneſs to forgive ——= 
But, Madam, I hope I ſhall prove of a temper, not to 
abuſe mercy; by committing new offences, 

Aram. So cold! [ Afide. 

Belin. I have broke the ice for you, Mr Vainlove, and 
ſo I leave you. Come, Mr Sharper, you and I will take a 
turn, and laugh at the vulgar—both the great vulgar and 
the ſmall—Oh gad! I have a great paſſion for Cowley —— 
—— Don't you admire him? 

Shas p. Ob Madam! he was our Engliſh Horace, 
Beli. Ah ſo fine! So extremely fine! So every thing in, 
the world that I like—Oh Lord, walk this way—l ke a 
rr I'll give you their hiſtory. 


ener I. 


% 


«ally VAINLOVE. 


Fain. I find, Madam, the formality of the law muſt be 
obſerv'd, tho' the penalty of it be diſpens d wich; and an 


% 


- 
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effender muſt plead to his arraignment, though he has his 
pardon in his pocket. 

Aram. I'm amaz'd! This impudence exceeds 6 — 
whoever has encourag'd you to this affurance—preſuming 
upon the caſfineſs of my temper, has much deceiv'd you, 
and ſo you ſhall find. 

Vain. n * way now ? Here's fine doubling. 

[ Aſide. 
Aram. Baſe man! was it not enough to affront me with 
your ſaucy paſſion 
Fain. You have given that paſſion a much kinder epithet 
than ſaucy, in another place. 

Aram. Another place! ſome villainous deſign to blaſt my 

honour—But tho' thou hadſt all the treachery and malice 
of thy ſex, thou canit not lay a blemiſh on my fame—No, 
I have not err'd in one favourable thought of mankind— 
How time might have deceiv'd me in you, I know not; 
my opinion was but young, and your carly baſeneſs has 
prevented its growing to a wrong belicf—Unworthy, and 
bugrateful ! be gone, and never ſce me more. 

-Vain. Did I dream! Or do I dream ! Shall I believe my 
eyes, or cars! The viſion is here Rtill—Your paſſion, Ma- 
dam, will admit of no farther reaſoning—But here's a filent 

witneſs of your acquaiptance. 
[ Takes out ah f letter, and offers it; fre Kuche it, and 0 


thrgws it away. 
Aram. Thęre's poiſon in every thing you touch—bliſters 
will follow 
Vain. That tongue, which denies what the hands have 
ky 
Aram. Still myſtically ſenſcleſs and impudent—T find I = 


mult leave the place. * 
Vain. No, Madam, I'm gone — She knows her name's 
to it, which ſhe will be tems | to expoſe to the cenſure | 
of the firſt finder. «of : * 
Aram. Woman's obſtinacy made me blind to what wo- 
man's curioſity now tempts me to ſee. {Takes up the lemer. 


| 
3 
| 
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1 SC E N E XIII. 
BE LINDA, SHARPER, 


Belin. Nay, we have ſpared no-body, I ſwear. Mr 
Sharper, you're a pure man; where did you get this excel- 
lent talent of railing ? 

Sharp. Faith, Madam, the talent was born with me: 

T confeſs, | have taken care to improve it, to qualify me me 
for the ſociety of ladies. 

Belin. Nay, ſure railing is the beſt qualification in a wo- 
man s man. 


ets N E XIV. 


[To them] FTOOT MAN. 


Sharp. The ſecond beſt indeed, I think. 

Belin. How now, Pace? Where's my couſin? 

Foot. She's not very well, Madam, and has ſent to 
know if your Ladyſhip would have the coach come again 


for you ?- 


Belin. O Lord, no, I'll go _ with her. FILA Mr 


$harper. 


SCENE XV. 
SCENE, A Chamber in Fondlewife's Houſe. 


LAETITIIA, and BELLMOUR, his cloke . etc. lying Io 
about the chamber, g 5 n * 


Bell. Here's no-kedy, nor no noiſe— t was nothing but 
your fears. 
Laet. 1 durſt have ſworn I had heard my monſter's 


voice—l ſwear I was heartily frightened Feel how my 
heart beats, 


= 


* 
ww 
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Bell. Tia an alarm to love Come in again; and let 


us 


Fond. . Cocky, Cocky, where are you Cocky ? 
Im come homme. 

Laet. Ah! A he is. Make baſle, gather up your 
things, 
Fond. Cocky, Cocky, 8 door. 
Bell. Pox choke him, would his horns were in his throat. 


My patch, e- [74] 
. ex: [Loading . and gathering up bis things, 


Loet. My janet, art thou there? No matter for your 


patch Lou sant tum in, Nykin—Run | into my chamber, 
quickly, quickly. You s'an't tum in. 

Fond. Nay, prithee, dear, i'feck I'm in haſte. 

Lact. Then I'llet you in.  » [Opens the door. 


F 


LAETITIA, FONDLEWIPE, Sir Jos EPE. 


Fond. Kiſs, dear—I met the maſter of the ſhip by the 
And I wuſt have my * of accounts out cf 


Wi 
your-cabinet. 4 
Laet. Oh, Pm undone Aſie. 


Sip Fo. Pray, firſt let me have "ny pound, good alder- 
man, for I'm in haſte. 

Fond. A hundred has already been paid, by your order. 
Fifty ? Ihave the ſum ready in gold in my cloſet. 


8 CE NE  XVIL _* 
LAETITIA, Sir JOSEPRA, 


Sir Ju. Agad, 'tis a curious, fine, pretty rogue; Pl ſpeak 
to her——Pray, Madam, what news d'ye hear ? 
Laet. Sir, I ſeldom ſtir abroad. {Walks about in diſorder. 
dir Fo. I wonder at that, Madam, for tis mo curious 
f fine weather. 
2 
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Let. Methinks thas been very ill weather. | 


Sir . As you ſay, madam, tis pretty bad 1 ns | 


has been ſo a great while, 


S CE N E XVIII. 
[To them] FONDLEWIFE, 

Fond. Here are fifty pieces in this purſe, Sir Joſeph—If 
you will tarry a moment, till I fetch my papers, I Il wait 
upon you down ſtairs. 

Let. Ruin'd, paſt redemption! What ſhall I do 
Ha! this fool may be of uſe. [Aſiie] [ As Fondlewiſe is going 
into the chamber, ſhe runs 19 Sir Joſeph, almoſt puſhes him down, 
and cries out.) Stand off, rude ruffian. Help me, my dear 
O bleſs me! why will you leave me alone with ſuch a ſatyr ? 

Fond. Bleſs us ! what's the matter? what's the matter? 

Let. Your back was no ſooner turn'd, but like a lion, 
he came open-mouth'd upon me, and would have raviſhed 
a kiſs from me by main force, 

Sir Jo. O Lord! Oh terrible! Ha, ha, ha, is your wife 
mad, alderman ? . 

Let. Oh! I'm ſick with the fright ; won't you take him 
out of my fight ?, 

* 8 O at I'm aſtoniſhed, Oh bloody-minded 
traitor ! 

Sir J.. Hey-day! Traitor yourſelf by the Lord Harry 
] was in moſt danger of being raviſh'd, if you go to 
that. 

Fond. Oh how the blaſphemdus wretch ſwears! out of 
my houſe, thou ſon of the whore of Babylon; offspring of 
Bell and the Dragon—Bleſs us! raviſh my wife! my 
Dinah! Oh Shechemite ! be gone I ſay. 

Sir Fo, Why, the devil is in the people, I think. - 


S CEN E XX, 
LAETITIA, FONDLEWIFE. 
Let. Oh ! won't you follow, and ſce him out of doors, 


my dear ? 
Vor. B G 


| 
| 
[ 
| 
] 
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Fond. rl ſhut the door, to ſecure him from coming 
back Give me the key of your cabinet, cocky, 
— Raviſh my wife before my face! I warrant he's a papiſt 
in his heart, at leaſt, if not a Frenchman. 

Let. What can I do now! [Aſide.] Oh my dear, I 
have been in ſuch a fright, that I forgot to tell you poor 
Mr Spintext has a ſad fit of the colic, and is forced to ly 
down upon our nn diſturb him; I can tread 
ſoftlier. 

Fond. Alack poor man—--no; no ou don't . the 
papers -I won't diſturb him; give me the key. 

" [She gives him the key, goes to tbe chamber door, and ſpeaks 

aloud. 

Let. Tis obey but Mr Fondlewife; Mr Spiatext, 
ly ſtill on your ſtomach; lying on _= ſlomach will eaſe 


you of the colic. 1 
Fund. Ay, ay, ly ſtill, ly gil; toads let me diſturb 
you. 


r XX; 
LAETITIA alone. 

Let. Sure, when he does not fee his face, he won't 
diſcover him. Dear fortune, help me but this once, and 
I'll never run into thy debt ker this opportunity is 
the de vil. 


x 


s G RN E XN. ; 
FONDLEWIFE returns with pier: 

Fond. Good lack! good lack I profeſs, the poor 
ns is in great torment, he lyes as flat Dear, you | 
ſhould heat a trencher, or a napkin-—-Where' s Deborah! 1 
let hex elap ſome warm thing to his ſtomach, or chafe it 
with a warm hand, rather than fail. What book's this? 

[Sees the beok that Bellmour forgot, 2 

Let. Mr Spintext's prayer-book, Dear — Pray Heaven 


_ be a prayer book CA. 15 


5 wwe 


ce 
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Fond. Good man! I warrant he dropped it on purpoſe, 
that you might take it up and read ſome of the picus e- 
jacelations, [Taking up the book.] O blifs me! O monſtrous! 
A prayer-book! Ay this is the devil's Pater-Noſter: hold, 
let me ſee, The innocent adultery, 

Let. Misfortune ! now all's ruin'd again. [ Aſide. 

Bell. [ peepiag.] Damn'd chance! if I had gone a whor- 
ing with the Praflice of Piety i in my pocket, I had never 
been diſcovered, 

Ford. Adultery and innocent! O Lord! Here's doc- 
trine! Ay here's diſcipline : 

Let. Dear huſband, I'm amaz'd :—Sure it is a nod 
book, and only tends to the ſpeculation of ſin. 

Find. Speculation! No, no; ſomething went farther 
than ſpeculation when I was not to be let in---Where is 
this apocryphal elder ? I'll ferret him. 

Let. I'm ſo diſtracted, I can't think of a lie. [ Ajides 


s. C EN E Xx! 


IAE TI TIA, ani FONDLEWIFE, lait ont 
500 BELLMOUR. 


"Fund, Come out here, thou Ananias incarnate----Who, 


how now ! Who have we here? 


Let. Ha! [Shrieks, as ſurpris 1. 
Fond. Oh, thou ſalacious woman]! am I then brutified ? 
Ay, I ſeel it here; I ſprout, I bud, I bloſſom, I am ripe- 
horn- mad. Eut who in the devil's name are you? mercy 
on me for ſwearing ! But 
Let. Oh, goodneſs keep us! who's this? Who are 
you ? what are you? 
Bell. Soh. 
Lat. In the name of the 0! Good, my dear don't 
_ near it, Pm afraid 'tis the devil ; indeed it has hoofs, 
car 
Fond. Indeed, and I have horns, dear. The devil, no, 
Iam Afraid, tis the fleſh, thou harlot. Dear, with the 
8 . 


* 
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pox. Come, ſiren, ſpeak, confeſs, who is this reverend, 
brawuy paſtor ? 

Let. Indeed, and indeed, now my dear Nykin———1 
never ſaw this wicked man before. 

Fond. Oh, it is a man then, it ſeems, 

Let. Rather, ure it is a wolf in the clothing of a ſheep. 

Fond, Thou art a devil in his proper clothing, woman's 
fleh. What, you know nothing of him, but his fleece 


here! ou don't love mutton : you Mag- 


dalen vnconverted. 
Bell. Well, now I know my cue 


That is, very 


honourably to excuſe her, and 927 impudently accuſe my- 


ſelk. 5 [Ajide, 
Let. Why then, I with 1 mas never enter into the 


heaven of your embraces again, my dear, if ever I ſaw his 


face before. 


_ © Fend. O Lord! O ſtrange! I am in admiration of your 
impudence : look at him a little better; he is more mo- 
deſt, I warrant you, than to deny it. Come, were you 


two never face to face before ? Speak. 
Bell. Since all artifice is vain and I think myſelf 


obliged to ſpeak the truth in juſtice to your wife No. 
Fond. Humph. 
Let. No indecd, dear. 


Fund. Nay, I find you are both in a ſtory; that I muſt 


confeſs. But, what not to be cured of the colic? 
Don't you know your patient, Mrs Quack? Oh, ly upon 


your ſtomach ; lying upon your {ſtomach will cure you of 


the colic. Ahl Anfwer me, Jezebel! . 
Lat. Let the wicked man anſwer for himſelf; does he 


think that I have nothing to do but excuſe him? 'tis 


enough, if I can clear n innocence to my on 


dear. 
Bell By my troth, and fo 'tis ————T have been a 


little too backward, that's the truth on't. 
Fond. Come, Sir, who are you, in the firſt place? And 


wbat ate you? 


Bell. A, whore.maſtr. | 3 . : 


% 
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Fond, Very conciſe. 

Let. © beaſtly, impudent creature ! 

Fond. Well, Sir, what came you hither for ? 

B. Il. To ly with your wife. 

Fond. Good again A very civil perſon this is, and 
Lbelieve ſpeaks truth. 

Let. Oh, inſupportable impudence ! 

Fond. Well, Sir, —Pray be cover'd——and you have 
Heh ! you have finiſh'd the matter, heh? and 1 
am, as I ſhould be, a ſort of a civil perquiſite to a whore- 
maſter, call'd a cuckold, heh Is it not ſo? come, I'm in- 
lining to believe every word you ſay 

Bell. Why, faith, I muſt confeſs, ſo I defign'd you 
" But you were a little unlucky in coming ſo ſoon, and hin- 
dered the making of your own fortune 

Fond, Humph. Nay, if you miace the matter once, 
and go back of your word, you are not the perſon 1 took 
you for: come, come, go on boldly What, don't 
be aſham'd of your profeſſion --Confeſs, confeſs, 
t ſhall love ther the better for't I ſhall, i'feck 
What, doſt think J don't know how to behave myſclf in 
the employment of a cuckold, and have been three years 
apprentice to matrimony ? come, come, plain-dealing is a 
jewel. | 

Bell. Well. ſince I ſes thou art a good honeſt fellow, III 
confeſs the whole matter to thee. | 

Fond. Oh, I am a very honeſt fellow————you never 
lay with an honeſter man's wife in your life. 

Let, How my heart akes! All my comfort lyes in his 
impudence, and heaven be prais'd, he has a confiderable 
portion, [ Aſide. 

Bell. In ſhort then, T was inform'd of the opportunity 
of your abſence, by my ſpy, (for faith, honeſt Iſaac, I 
have a long time de fign'd thee this favour) : I know Spin- 
text was to come by your dire&tion.———— But ] laid a 
trap for him, and procured his habit; in which I paſs'd 
upon your ſervants, and was conducted hither. I pretend- 
ed a fit of the colic, to excuſe my lying down upon your | 

| G 3 


— —— — — — — — 


ys | FUE "ITY BACHELOR. 


ved ; hoping that when ſhe- beard, of it, her good nature 
would bring her to adminiſter remedies for my diſtemper. 
Lou know what might have followed. — But like an un- 


civil perſon, you knock'd at the door, before your wife was 
core to me. 


Ford. Ha! this is ak, | may chooſe whethes 
J will believe it or no- 
Bell. That you may, faith, and T hope you won't ® 


lie ve a word on't— But 1 can't help telling the truth, 28 


ur life. 
Find. How! * not you have me believe you, ay 8 


you ? 
Bel. No; for thiesi 3 you muſt of CERES part with 


pour wife, and there will be ſome hopes of having her 


upon the public; _ the encouragement of a ſeparate 


maintaimance— 
Fond. No, no, ether matter, - when ſhe and I part, 


me 'I carry her ſeparate maintainance about her. 


Let. Ah, cruet dear, how can you be ſo barbarous? 


- You'lt break my heart, if you talk of parting  {Crics. 


Fond. Ah, diſſembling vermin! 

Bill. How can'ſt thou be ſo cruch, Ifaae.? Fhou haft the 
Beart of a mountain-tiger:.. By the faith of a ſincere ſinner, 
ſhe's innocent for me. Go to him, Madam, fling your. 


| mowy arms about his ſtubborn neck; bathe his relentleſs 


face in your ſalt trickling tears 

* {Sde goes and hangs upon his neck, and kiſſes him Bill our 
es her hund debind Fondlewife's back. 

$0, a few foft words, and a kiſs, and the goed man melts. 

See how kind nature works, and boils over in him. 

Let. Indeed, my dear, I was but juſt come down ſtairs 
when you knock'd at the door, and the maid told me Mr 
Spintext was i of the colic, upon our bed. And won't 
you ſpeak to me, cruel Nykia ? indeed, IH die, if you 
don't. 

Fond. Ah, no, no, 7 cannot ſpeak, my heart's ſo full— 


I have been a tender huſband, a tender yoke- fellow; you 
now I have But thou haſt been a faithleſs Dalilan, aud 
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the Phitiſtines ——Heb! WE not vile and unclean? 


Heh! enk pt enbeche FAT T24 (Weeping. 
Let. No—h. | . ssb. 

— Oh, that 1 f could | believe — 
Let. Oh, my heart will break.  [Seeming tn fas, 


Fond. Heb! how! No, ftay, ſtay, I will believe rer. 1 
will.—Pray bend her forward, Sir. ; 

Let. Oh! Oh! where is my dear! bo 

Fond. Here, here, 1 do believe thee. I won't be- 
lieve my own eyes. 

Bell. For my part, I am ſo charm'd with the love of 
your turtle to you, that I'll go and ſolicit matrimony with 

all my might and main, 

Fund., Well, well, Sir; as long as I believe it, is well 
enough. No thanks to you, Sir, for her virtue But 
I'll ſhew you the way out of my houſe, if you pleaſe. Come, 

my dear. "Nay, I will believe thee, I do, i'feck. 
«il, des the oe ge an caly taith; opinion can- 
ö not err. 


ö No huſband by his wife can be deceiv' d; 
She is ſtill virtuous, if ſhe's fo believ d. 


9 * 
= ” * " 1 
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ACT YV; SCENE I 
8. n. a $5 E N E, The Street. 
rs LV geb eee Ak 
Ur WELL, LUCY, 
n't bu 8. 
* BITILIMOUI. 
— ET TTERI well encounter's. - . . 
ou =» "Setter, Joy of your return, Sir. Have you made a 
we good voyage ! or have you brought your own lading back? 
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Bell. No, I have brought nothing but ballaſt bacx 
made a delicious voyage, Setter; and might have rode at 
anchor i in the port till this time, but the . — 90 
us — I would unrig. 

Setter. I attend you, Sir. | 

Bell. Ha! is not that Heartwell at | Sileia 8 Shoe} Be 
gone quickly, jI'll follow you: 1 would not be known. 


Pox take em, they ſtand juſt in my way. 


8 C E:-N E II. 


BELEMOUR, HEART WELL, LUCY, 


Heart. 1'm impatient till it be done. 

Lucy. That way be, without troubling yourſelf to go 
again for your brother's n Dorf't you ſee that 
ſtalking form of Godhineſs ? 

Heart. „he's a fanatic, 

Lucy. Aﬀfexecutioner qualified to do lr buſineſs : he 


bas been lawfully ordain'd. 
Heart. 1 0 pay him well if you'll break the matter to 


ws 
Lu. I warrant you 
bride. | 


Do you go and prepare your 


s CEN E in. 


BELLMOUR, LUCY. 


- Bell. Humph, fits the wind there? What a lucky 
rogue am I! Ob, what ſport will be here, if I can perſuade 
this wench to ſecreſy ? 
Lucy. Sir; reverend Sir, 
Beli. Madam. [Diſcovets himſelf. 
Lug: Now, goodneſs have mercy npon, me! Mr Bell- 
monr ? is it you? — 
Bell. Even 1: What doſt think ? 
Lucy. Think ! that 1 ſhowd not believe my Jes, och 
that you are not what you ſecm to be, 
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Bill. True. But to convince thee who 1 am, thou 
know'ſt my old token. { Kiſſes ber. 

Lucy. Nay, Mr hellmour: O Lard! I believe you are a 
parſon i in good carneſt, you kiſs ſo devoutly. 

Bell. Well, your bufiueſs with me, Lucy? 

Lucy. I had none, but through miſtake, 

Bell. Which miſtake you mult go through with, Lucy 
— Come, 1 kao the intrigue between Heartwell and your 
miſtreſs ; and you miſtook me for Tribulation Spintext, to 
marry 'em—Ha ? are not matters in this poſture !? 
Confeſs; come, I'll be faithful, I will Yfaith. 
diffide in me, Lucy? 

Lucy. Alas-a-day! you and Mr Vainlove, between you, 
have ruin'd my poor miſtreſs; you have made a gap in 
ber reputation ; and can you blame her if the make it up 
with a huſband ? 

Bell. Well, is.it as I ſay ? 

Lucy. Well, it is then; but you'll be ſecret ? 

Bell. Phuh, fecret, ay :—And to be out of thy debt, I'lI 
truſt thee with another ſecret. Your miſtreſs muſt not 
marry Heartwell, Lucy. 

Lucy. How! O Lord! 

Bell. Nay, don't be in a paſſion, Lucy;—T'll provide a 
fitter huſband for her. Come, here's earneſt of my good 
intentions for thee too; let this mollify. [Gzves ber 
money.] Look you, Heartwell is my friend; and tho' he be 
blind, I muſt not ſee him fall into the ſnare, and wittingly 
marry a whore. 

Lucy. Whore! I'd have you to know my miſtreſs 
ſcorns— 

Bell. Nay, nay ; look you, Lucy, * are 8 of 
as good quality. But to the purpoſe, if you will give 
me leave to acquaint you with it——Do you carry on the 
miſtake of me: I'll marry em —Nay, don't pauſe ;— 
If you do, I'll fpoil all.— I have ſome reaſons for what 
I do, which ÞI'l] tell you within.—In the mean time, I 
promiſe, and rely upon me, to help your miſtreſs to a 


What, 
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huſband : Nay, and thee too, Luey,———Here's my hand, 


I will, with a freſh aſſurance.” 
[Gives ber more money, 

* Ah, the devil is not fo cunning—— You know 
- my eaſy nature Well, for once I'll venture to ſerve you; 
but if you deceive me, the curſe of all kind, tender-hcart- 
ed women light upon you. 

Bal That's as much as to ſay, ** The pox take me. — 
wn lead on. 


s C E N E WV. 
VAINLOVE, SHARPER, and SETTER, 

Sharp. Juſt now, ſay you, gone in with Lucy ? 

_ Setter, I ſaw him, Sir, and ſtood xt the corner where you 
found me, and overheard all they ſaid : Mr Bellmour is to 
marry em. 

Sharp. Ha, ha; *twilt be a pleaſant cheat Pt 
plague Heartwell when I ſee him. Pr'ythee, Frank, let's 
teaze him; make him fret till he ſoam at the mouth, and 
difgorge his matrimonial oath with nnen thou'rt 
muſty —— 

Setter. t:Sharper.] Sir, a word with you. [1Phiſpers him, 

Vain, Sharper ſwears ſhe has forſworn the letter 
I'm ſure he tells me truth 
him truth——Yer the was unaffectedly concern'd, he 
fays, and often bluſh'd with anger and ſurptize;—— And 
fol remember in the park——=:he had reaſon,” if 1 wrong 
her I begin to doubt. 

Sharp. Say'ſt thou * 

Setter. This afternov.., Sir, about an hour befor my 
maſter receiv'd the letter. 

Sharp. In my conſcience, like enough. 

© Setter. Ay, I know her, Sir; at leaſt, I'm ſure I can 

$ſh it out of her: ſhe's the very ſluice to ber lady's ſe- 

erets : tis but ſetting her mill a-going, and I can drain her 
of em all. 

Shar p, Here, Frank, your blood-hound has made out 

- the fault: this letter, that ſo ſticks in thy maw, is coun- 


but 1 am not ſure ſhe told 
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terfeit; only a trick of Silvia in revenge, contriv'd by 
Lucy. 

Vain. Ha! it has a colour—But how do you know it, 
firrah ? 

Setter. I do ſuſpect as much ;——becauſe why, 84 
She was pumping me about how your Worſhip's af- 
fairs ſtood towards Madam Araminta; as when you had 
her laſt ? when you were to ſee her next? and where you 
were to be found at that time ? and ſuch like, 

Vain. And where did you tell her? 

Setter. In the Piazza. 

Vain. There I receiv'd the letter - It muſt be fo— 
And why did you not find me out, to tell me this before, 
Sot ? 

Setter. Sir, I was pimping for Mr Bellmour. 

Sharp. You were well employ'd :—-—l think there 1 no 
objection to the excuſe. 

Vaia. Pox o' my ſaucy credulity.----If I have loſt 1 1 
deſerve it. But if confeſſion and repentance be of force, 
IH win her, or weary her into a forgiveneſs. 

Sharp. Methinks I long to fee Bellmour come forth. 
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SHARPER, BELLMOUR, SETTER 


Setter. Talk of the devil See where he comes. 

Sharp. Hugging himſelf on his proſperous miſchief—— 
No real fanatic can look better plcas'd after a ſucceſsful 
ſermon of ſedition. 

Bell. Sharper! Fortify thy ſpleen : ſuch a jeſt! Speak 
when thou art ready. 

Sharp. Now, were I ill-natur'd, I would utterly diſap- 
point thy mirth: hear thee tell thy mighty jeſt with as 
much gravity. as a biſhop hears venereal cauſes in the ſpi- 
ritual court: not ſo much as wrinkle my face with one 
ſmile; but let thee look ſimply, and laugh by thyſelf. 

Bell. Pſhaw, no; I have a better opinion of thy wit 
Gad, I defy thee — 

Sharp. Were it not loſs of time, you ſhould make the 
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experiment. But deen eee eee you with 
Lucy, and has told me all. : 

Bell. Nay, then, thank thee for nat FIR out of 
countenance. But, to tell you ſomething you don't know 
I got an bapdetutity (after I had married em) of dif- 
covering the cheat to Silvia. She took it at firſt, as an- 
other woman would the like diſappointment : but my pro- 
miſe to make her amends . * enn n 
ſomewhat pacify'd her. 

Sbarp. But how the devil do you think to Requit your- 
ſelf of your promiſe ? Will you marry her yourſelf ?. 

Bell. I have no fuch intentions at prefert——Pr'ythee, 
wilt thou think a little for me ? I am {ſure the ingenious 
Mr Setter will aſſiſt. 

Setter. O Lord, Sir. 

Bell. PI leave him with you, £505 mut my y habit. 


LA 
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' SHARPER, SETTER, Sir JOSEPH, and BLorr. 
Sharp. Heh.! Sure, fortune bas ſent this fool hither on 

purpoſe. - Setter, ſtand cloſe; ſeem not to obſerve em, 

and, hark ye ag g byſpers. 

Bluff. Fear him 1 am prepar'd for him now; 

and be ſhall ſind he might have ſafer rous'd a leeping Bon. 
Sir Jo. Haſh, huſh : don't. you ſee him? * 

Bluff. $Shew him to me Where is he ? 1 
Sir Jo. Nay, don't ſpeak ſo loud I don't jeſt; as 1 
did à little while ago——Look youder——Agad, if he 
ſhould hear the lion roar, he'd cudgel him into an aſs, and 
his primitive braying. Don't you remember the ſtory in 
Aſop's fables, Bully? A gad, there are good morals to 
be pick d out of ſop's fables, tee me tell you chat; ; and 

Renard the fox too. 

Baff. Damn your megals. 

„Sir Jo. Pr'ythee, don't ſpeak ſo loud. 

Bl. Damn your morals; I muſt revenge th' affront 
done to mine honour. | | [in @ low voice.” 


+ 


—_— 
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 Vainlove jealous— 


Sir Jo. Ay; do, do, Captain, if you think fitting 
You may diſpoſe of your own fleſh as you think fitting, 
Tye ſee:——But by the Lord Harry, Pll leave you. 

[ Stealing away upon his rip- toer. 

Blaf. Prodigious ! What, will you forſake your friend 
in extremity! You can't in honour refuſe to carry him a 
challenge. { Almoſt whiſpering, and treading ſoftly after him. 
Sir Je. Pr'ythee, what do you ſee in my face, that looks 
as if I would carry a challenge? Honour is your province, 
Captain: take it Al the world know me to be a 
knight, and a man of worſhip. 

Setter. I warrant you, Sir, I'm inſtructed. ; 

Sharp. Impoſſible! Araminta take a liking to a fool ! 


[ Hud. 
Setter. nr ner (he can ealte 


of nothing elſe. | 
| Sharp. | know ſhe commended him all the while we 
were in the park; but thought it had been only to make 


Sir Jo. How's this ? Good Bully, hold your breath, and 
let's hearken. A gad, this muſt be . 

Sharp. Death, it can't be—An oaf, an ideot, a wittal. 

Sir Jo. Ay, now i s outs tis I, my own individual 
perſon, 

Sharp, 48 . chat has flown for cker to the loweſt 
ſhrub of mankind, and ſceks d ſrom a blaſted 
coward. , 

Sir Je, That's you, Bully bo | 
(Bluff frowns upon Sir Joſeph 

Sharp. She has given 2 her promiſe to marry him 
before to-morrow. morning Has ſhe not? [To Setter. 

Setter. She has, Sir; And I have it in charge to attend 
her all this evening, in order to conduct ber to the place 
appointed. 

Sbarp. Well, PH 90 and inform your maſter; and do 
fv AG eee „ 


Vor. I. H 


16 wee ne 
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sETT ER. sir JOSEPH, BLUFF. 


Setter. Were I a rogue now, what a noble prize could 1 
diſpoſe of! A goodly pinnace, richly laden, and to launch 
forth under my auſpicious. convoy. Twelve thouſand 
pounds, and all her rigging; beſides what lyes concealed 
under hatches.—— Ha! all this committed to my care! 
A rxaunt temptation— Setter, ſhew thyſelf a perſon of 
worth; be true to thy truſt, and be reputed honeſt. Re- 
puted honeſt! Hum: Is that all? Ay: for to be honeſt is 
nothing; the reputation of it is all. Reputation! what 
have ſuch poor rogues as I to do with reputation? 'tis 
above us; and for men of quality, they are above it; fo 
that reputation is e en as fooliſh a thing as honeſty. And 
for my part, if I meet Sir Joſeph with a purſe of gold in 
r hand, PII diſpoſe of mine to the beſt advantage. 

Sir Jo.” Heh, heh, heh: here 'tis for you, i'faith, Mr 
Setter. Nay, I'll take you at your word. [Chinking a pur ſe. 
Setter. Sir Joſeph and the Captain too! undone, undone! 
I'm undone, my maſter's undone, my lady's undone, and 
all the buſineſs is undone. 

Sir Jo. No, no, never fear, man, the lady' s. buſineſs 
ſhall be done. What — Come, Mr Setter, I have over- 
heard all, and to ſpeak, is but loſs of time; but if there 

be occaſion, let theſe worthy gentlemen intercede for me, 
| [Gives him gold. 
Setter. 0 Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean? Corrupt my 
 honeſty———— They have indeed very perſuading faces. 
Lot — 


vir Fe. Tis too little, there's r man. There take 
| — Now” 48d wes 
Setter. Well, ir Joſeph, you SI ſuch a vioing may 
with you 


Sir Fo. And how and how, good Seiter did the little 
rogue look, hen ſhe talk'd of Sir Joſeph? Did not her 
eyes twinkle. and her mouth water ? Did not ſhe pull vp 
her little bubbies? And A gad, I am ſo overjoy d- And 

2 +: 
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ſtroke down her belly ? and then ſtep aſide to tie her gar- 
ter, when ſhe was thinking of her love? Heb, Setter! 
Setter. Oh, yes, 1 

Sir Fo. How now; Bully ? What, melancholy, becauſe 
Im in the lady's favour ?——_ko matter, Vi| make your 
peace l know they were a little ſmart upon you—But 
1 wartant, I'll bring you into the lady's good graces: - 

Bluff. Pſhaw, I have petitions to ſhew trom other-gueſs 

toys than ſhe. Look here; theſe were ſent, me this morn- 
ing. There, read. [She letters.] That Tnat's 
a Tcrawl of quality. Here, here's from a Counteſs too. 
Hum—No, hold——tbat's from a knight's wite, ſhe ſent 
it me by her huſband——But here, both theſe arc frum 
perſons of great quality. 

Sir Jo. They are either from bn of great quality, 


or 90 quality at all, 'tis ſuch a damn'd ugly hand. 


[While Sir Joſeph reads, Bluff whiſpers Setter. 

Setter. Captain, I would do any. thing to ſerve your * 
this is ſo difficult 

BI. Not at all. Don't I know him 7 

Setter. You'll remember the conditions 

Bluff. I'll give it you under my hand ln the mean time, 
here's carneſt. [ Gives bim monty.] Come, knight, ——t'm 
capitulating with Mr Setter for you. *- x 

Sit Ju. Ah, honeſt Setter; Sirrah, I'll. give thee any 
thing but a night's lodging, 


"8'C E N E VIII. 
SHARPER tugging in HEARTWELL» 


Sharp. Nay, pr'ythee leave railing, and come along with 
me: may be the mayn't be within. "Tis but to youd' 
corner-houſe. 

Heart. Whither ? Whither? Which corner- houſe. 

Sharp, Why, there: the two white poſts. | x 

Heart. And who would you viſit there, ſay you? (Oons, 
how my heart akes!) 

Sharp. Pibaw, thou'rt ſo troubleſome and inquiſitive 

928 22 
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Why, I'll tell you, *tis a young creature that Vainlove 
debauch'd, and has forſaken. Did you never hear Bell- 
mour chide him about Silvia ? : 

Heazt. Death, and hell, and martiage! My wiſe! LA. 

Sharp. Why thou art as muſty as a new marry'd man, 
that had found his wife knowing the firſt night, 

Heart. Hell and the devil! does he know it ? But hold 
If he ſhould not, I were a' fool to difcover it—— I'll 
diſſemble, and try him. {A/ide.] Ha, ha, ba: Why, Tom, 

is that ſuch an oceaſion of melancholy ? ls it r an un- 
common miſchief? 

Sharp. No, faith; I believe not. Few women, ue 
— their year of probation, before they are cloiſter d in 
the narrow joys of wedlock. But, pr'ythee come along with 

me, or Til go and have the lady: eve wy George. 
[Gorrg. 
5 Hosen © torture! how he racks and re me 
Death! ſhall l oww my ſhame, or wittingly let him go and 
whore my wife ? no, that's e e ee 2 nog 
Sharp. How now ? 
— Heart. Oh, I am-—marry'd: 
_ Sharp. (Now hold ſpleen.) Marey'd! | 
Heart. Certainly, irrecoverably marry'd. | 


Sharp, Heav'n forbid; man! how long? 1 
 Heert. Oh, an age. an age! I have Hons ere tht 
two hours. 
x Sharp. My old hackebis marry'd| That were a a. Ha c 
ha, ha. 1 


Heart. Death! d'ye mock me! Hark ye, if you either 
eſteem my friendſhip, or your own ſafety—Come not near 
that hoyſe—that rater ry: hot brothel : | alk no 
queſtions. © | © 

Sharp. Mad, by this ght. 

Thus grief ſtill treads upon the heels of pleafure: : 


eee * in ee 3 repent at leiſure. 


to 
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At leiſure marry'd, they repeut in hate. 
As I ſuppoſe may malter ticartwell. 

Sharp. Here again, my Mercury! 

Setter. Sublimate, it you pleaſe, Sir: I think my at- 
chievements do detcrve the epithet—Mercury was a pimp 
too ; but though 1 bluſh to own it, at this time, I muſt 
confeſs I am ſomewhat fall'n from the diguity ot my func- 
tion, and do condeicend to be ſcandalouſly employ d in the 
promotion of vulgar matrimony, 

Sbarp-. As how, dear dexterous pimp? 

Setter. Why, to be bricf, for I have weighty affairs de- 
pending Our ſtiatagem ſucceeded as you intended—— 
Blutf turns arrant traitor; bribes me to make a private 
conveyance of the lady to him, and put a ſham nn 

upon Sir Joſeph. 

Sharp. O rogue ! well, but I hope 

Setter, No, no; never fear me, Sil privately i in- 
form'd the knight of the treachery ; who has agreed, ſcem- 
ingly to be cheated, that the Captain may be 10 in reality. 

Sharp. Where s the bride ? 
Setter. Shifting clothes tor the parpods at a friend's houſe 


of mine Here's company coming; if you'll walk this 
way, Sir, I'll tell ns 


SHARPER, SETTER, 
Seiter. tome by experience figd thoſe words miſplar'd: 2 


r 


BE ILL MO UR, BE LINDA, ARAMINTA and 
VAINLOVE | 
Vain. Oh, 'twas frenzy all! cannot you forgive it 


men in madn-ſs have a title to your pity. | Is Araminta. 
Aram. — Which they Ing when they are teſtor d 

, to their ſenſes, 
| Vain. I am not preſuming beyond a pardon, 
Aram. You who cou'd reproach me with one counter- 
H 3 
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feit, how inſolent would a real. pardon make you! but 


there's no need to forgive what is not worth my anger. 


Bejin. O' my conſcience, I cou'd find in my heart to 
marry. thee, purely to be rid of thee—at leaſt thou art ſo 
troubleſome a-lover, there*s hopes thou'lt make a more 


than ordinary quiet huſband. | [(To Bellmour, 


ey 


B-l/. Say you ſo? Is that a maxim among you. 

B lin. Yes; you ue men of ue oor linve made 
marriage a mere difh. 

Bell. I hope there's no French ſauce. [Aſfide. 

B: lin. You are ſo curious in the preparation; that is, 
your courtſhip, one would think you meant a noble enter- 
tainment; but when we come to feed, *tis all froth, and 
poor, but in ſhow ; nay,” often only remains which havs 
been I know not how many times warmed for other com-- 
pany; and at laſt ſerv'd up cold to the wife. 

Bell. Fhat were a miferable wretch indeed, who could 
not afford one warm difh' for the wife of his boſom —— 
But you timorous' virgins form a dreadful chimera of a 
huſband, as of a creature contrary to that ſoft, humble, 


pliant, eaſy thing,” a lover; ſo gueſs at plagues in matri- 


mony, in oppofition to the pleaſures of courtſhip. Alas! 
courtſhip to marriage, is but as the muſie in the play- 
houſe till the curtain's drawn; bur thar once up, thea 
N. the ſcene of pleaſure. 

Belin. Oh, fob, no; rather courtſhip to martiage is as @ 


very witty prologue to à very dull play. 
s e R N R X. 
5 17s them] SHARPER, 


"Bier: bil, ne if you'll bring the ladies, * 
haſte to Silvia's lodgings, before Heartwell has fretted 
himſelf out of breath F 

B. Il. You have an opportunity now, Madam, to revenge 
- yourſelf upon Heartwell, for affrogting your ſquirrel. 


v Belinda. 
Bein. O the filthy rude beaſt. 92 
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Fram. "Tis'a"laſting quarrel ; I think he has never been 
at out houſe ſince. 

Bell. But give yourſelves "0 trouble to 5 walk to that cor- 

ner-houſe, and II] tell — by the way 1 may divett 
and ſurprize you. 


$'C E * BE XII. 


SCE N E, Silvia's 2 
- HEARTWELL and BOY, 


Heart. Gone forth, ſay you, with her maid! 

By, There was a man too that fetch'd "em out 3 7 Setter 
F think, they call'd him. 

Heart. $0-h—that precious pimp too—damn'd, damn's 
ſtrumpet! cou'd ſhe not contain herſelf on her wedding- 
day! Not hold out till night O curſed ſtate! How wide 
we . when * of the load of lite! 


We hope to find ? 


That help which Nature n meant in womankind, 
To man that ſapplemental ſelf delign'd; 


And Adam fure, could with more eate abide _ 
road Boas when — than when made a bride. 


2 


But proves a burning cauſtic when apply'd; F | 


s C EN A XIII. 


tri hem BELLMOUR, BELIN DA, VAINLOVE, 
ARAMENTA, 

Bell, Now George, what rhyming ! I thought the 
chimes of verſe. were paſt, w once the dole ful marriage · 
knell was rung. 

Heart. Shame and confuſion, I am expoſed! 

{ Vaialove and Araminta talk apart, 

Bbw. Joy, joy; Mr Bridegroom; | give you joy, Sir, 

Heart. Tis not in thy nature to give me joy a woman 
can as ſoon give immortality. ; 

Belin. Ha, ha, ha, O gad, men grow fuch clowas wheo 
* married. 


— —— —_— 
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Bell. That they are fit for no company but their wives. 

Belin. Nor for them neither, in a little time—I ſwear, at 
the month's end, you ſhall hardly find a married man that 
will do a civil thing to his wife, or ſay a civil thing to any 
body elſe. How he looks already ! ha, ha, ha! 

Bell. Ha, ha, ha. 

Heart. Death, am I made your laughing-ſtock ? For you, 
Sir, 1 ſhall find a time; but take off your waſp here, or 
the clown may grow boiſterous, I have a fly-flap. 

Belin. You have occalion for't, your wife has been blown 
upon. | | 

Bell. That's home. 

Heart. Not fiends or furies could have added to my 
vexation, or any .thing but another woman —— you 'Ve 

rack d my patience; be gone, or by 

Bell. Hold, hold 5 what the devil; thou wilt not draw 
upon a woman! 

Vain, What's the nd | 
Aram. Bleſs me ! what have you * to him 1 
- Belin. Only touch'd a gall'd beaſt till he winch'd. 


Vain. Bellmour, give it over; * vez him too much; 


tis all ſerious to him. 

Belin. Nay, I ſwear, 1 darin to pity * moſcll 
Heart. Damn your pity——but let me be calm a little 
How have I deſery'd this of you ? Any of ye? Sir, bave 
I .impair'd the honour of your houſe, promis d your. ſiſter 
marriage, and whor'd her? Whereia have I injur'd you? 
Did | bring a phyſician to your father when he lay expir- 
ing, and endeavour to prolong his, life, and you one and 
twenty ? Madam, have | had an opportunity, with, you aud 
baulk'd it ? Did you. ever offer me the fayour 1 I refus'd 
it? Or—— 

B.lin Oh, foh, what does the flthy fellow nes lard, 
let me be gone. ; 


wg” Hang me, if 1 pity you; you ate right enougb 
Bell. This i is a little ſcurrilous though. 


* 
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Vain. Nay, tis a ſore of your own ſcratching — Well, 
George 

Heart. You are the principal cauſe of all my preſent ills. 
If Silvia bad not been your miſtreſs, my wife might bave 


becn honeſt. 
Vain. And if Silvia had not been your wife, my miſtreſs 


might have been juſt— there we are even but have a 
good heart, I heard of your W and come to your 
relief. | 
Heart, When execution s over, you offer a reprieve. _ 
Vain. What would you give? 

Heart. Oh! any thing, every thing, a leg or two, or an 
arm; nay, I would be divorced from * virility, to be di- 
vorced from my wife. 


SC EN E XIV. 
[To them] SHARPER, 

Vain. Faith, that's a ſure way—— dut here's one can ten 
your freedom better cheap. 

Sharp. Vainlove, I have been a kind of a We to 
you, yonder; I have promiſed and vow'd ſome things in 
your name, which I think you are bound to perform. 
Vain. No ſigning to a blank, friend. 

_ Sharp. No, I'll deal fairly with you—'tis a full and free 
diſcharge to Sir Joſeph Wittol aud Captain Bluff, for all 


injuries whatfoever, done unto you by them, until the pre- 


ſent'date herevf—how ſay you? 
Vain. Agreed. © 
Sbarp. Then let me beg theſe ladies to wear their maſks 
à moment. Come in, gentlemen and ladies. 
Heart. What the devil's all this to me? 
Vain. Fauladen. 
SCENE, 5 Lot. 
[To them] Wenn. BLUFF, SILV 1A, ves 
SETTER, 


Bluff. All injuries whatſoever, Mr Sharper, _ > 


— 
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Sir J. Ay. A, whatſoever, Captain, ſtick to that ; . 
whatſoever, 

Sharp. Lis done, theſe prom are witneſſes to the 
ended releaſe. d TE: 

Vain, Ay; ay, to this ;oſtant moment—1 hap paſs'd an 
aCt of oblivion. - 
' Bluff. Tis very 8 [ needs muſt own 

Sir Jo. No, no, Captain, you need not own, heh, heb, 
heb; tis I muſt own 
Bf. That you are over-reached too, ha, ha, ha, only 
a little art military uſed—only undermined, or ſo, as ſhall 
appear by the fair Araminta, my wife's permiſſion. Ch, 
the devil! cheated at laſt. {Lucy unmaſks, 
Sir Jo. Only a little art - military trick, Captain, only 
countermined, or ſo—Mr Vainlove, I ſuppoſe you know 
_ whom I have got now—but all's forgiven. 
Vain | know whom you have not got; pray ladies con- 
vince him. [Aram. and Belin. unmaſk, 
Sir Jo. A Ah! 0 Lord, my heart abe Ah! Setter, a 
rogue of all ſides. | 
. Sharp, Sir Joſeph, you had better have pre-engaged this 
gentleman” s pardon; for though Vainlove be ſo generous 
to forgive the loſs of his miſtreſs I know not how Heart- 
well may take the loſs of his wife. [Silvia ang. 

Heart. My wife! by this light 'tis ſhe, the very cocka- 
trice Oh Sharper, let me embrace thee——but art 
thou ſure ſhe is really married to him? 

Setter. Really and lawfully married, I am MD 

_ Sharps Bellmour will unriddle to you. 

[Heartwell goes to Bellmour, 

Sir Jo. Pray, Madam, who are you? for | nd you and 

I are like to be better acquainted. | 


Siu. The worſt of me is, that I am your SY 


Sharp. Come, Sir Joſeph, your fortune is not ſo bad as 
ou fear—A fine lady, and a lady of very good quality. 


Sir Jo. Thanks to my knighthood, ſhe's a lady 


Vain. —— That deſerves a fool with a better title—— 
Pray uſe her as my relation, or you. ſhall hear on't. 
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Vf. What, are you a woman of quality too, ſpouſe? 
Setter. And my relation: pray let her be reſpected accord» 


ingly—Well, honeſt Lucy, fate thee well—1 think you and 


I haye ou e off and on, wy time this ſeven 
years. ” 

Lucy. Hold your ths thinking what voca- 
tion I ſhall follow NY ſpouſe is planting laurels in 
the wars. | 

Buff. No more wars, ſpouſe, no more . 1 
plant laurels for my head abroad, I may find the branches 
ſprout at home. 

He1rt. Bellmour, 1 approve thy mirth, and thank thee 
—and I cannot in gratitude (for I ſce which way thou art 
going) ſee thee fall into the ſame ſnare, out of which thou 
deliver'd me. 

Bell. I thank thee, George, for thy good intent ion 
but there is a . in marriage for | find I'm reſo- 
lute. | 


Heart. Then good counſel will be thrown away upon 


you—For my part, I have once efcap'd—and when 1 wed 
again, may ſhe be ugly as an old bawd. 
Vain. |li-natur'd as au old maid—— 

Bell. Wanton as a young widow 

Sharp.” And jealous as a barren wife, 

Heart. Agreed. 

Bell Well, midſt of theſe dreadful denunciations, and 
notwithſtanding the warning and example before me, I 
commit mytelf to laſting durance. 

Belin. Priſoner, make much of your fetters. 

f (G ving ber ak 

Bell. Frank, will you keep us in countenance ? 

Vain. May I preſume to hope ſo great a blefſing? 

Arom We tad better take the advantage of a little of 
our friend's experience firſt. | 

Bell. O' my conicience the dares not conſent. for fear he 
ſhould recavit. e. Well, we ſhatl have your company 
to church in the morning may be jt may get you an ap- 


= THE OLD BACHELOR. | 
| petite to ſee us fall to before ye. Setter, did not you tell 


me !— 
Seater: They're at the door, u em in. 


4 DAN K 

Bell Now ſet me forward on n a journey for life 

Come take your fellow - travellers. Old George, I'm ſorry 
to ſee thee ſtill plod on alone. 

Heart. With gaudy plumes and alas bells made 
"Ng proud, . 
The youthſul beaſt ſets forth, and neighs aloud. 

A morning: ſun his tinſell'd harneſs gilds, _ 
And the firſt ſtage a downhill green - ſward yields. 
But Oh 
What rugged ways attend the noob of eg f 
(Our ſvn deelines), and with what anxious tri * 

What pain we tug that galling load, a wife ! 
All courſers the firſt heat with vigour run; 


- But tis ene and fur the race is won. 
[Exeunt omnes. 
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To the Right How oUR ABLE 


CHARLES MONTAGUE, 


ONE OF THE 


n 


8 IR, 

HEAR TIL wiſh that this play were as per- 

fe& as I intended it, that it might be more 
worthy your acceptance; and that my dedication 
of it to you might be more becoming that honour 
and eſteem which I, with every body who is ſo for- 
tunate as to know you, have for you. It had your 
countenance when yet unknown ; and now it is made 
public, it wants your protedtion. 

I would not have any body imagine that I think 
this play without its faults, for I am conſcious of 
ſeveral, I confeſs I deſigned (whatever vanity or 
ambition occaſioned that defign) to have written a 
true and regular comedy: but I found it an under- 
taking which put me in mind of —— Sudet multum, 
fruſtrague laboret auſus idem. And now, to make 
amends far the vanity of ſuch a defign, I do confeſs 
both the attempt, and the imperfe& performance. 
Yet I muſt take the boldneſs to ſay, I have not miſ- 
carried in the whole; for the mechanical part of 
it is regular. That I may ſay with as little vanity, . 
as a builder may ſay he has built a houſe according 
to the model laid down before him; or a gardener 
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that he has ſet his flowers in a knot of ſuch or ſack 
a figure. b-defigned the moral finſt, and to that 
moral I invented the fable, and do not know that 
I have borrowed one hint of it any where. I made 
the plot as ſtrong as I could; becauſe it was ſingle; 
and I made it ſingle, becauſe I would avoid con- 
tuſion, and was refolved to preferve the three uni- 
ties of the drama. Sir, this diſcourſe is very im- 
pertinent to you, whoſe judgment much better can 
diſcern the faults, ' than I can excuſe them; and 
whoſe good-nature, like that of a lover, will find 
out thoſe hidden beauties (if there be any ſuch) 
which it would be great immodeſty for me to diſ- 
cover. I think I do not ſpeak improperly when I 
call you a lover of poetry; for it is very well known 
ſhe has been a very kind miſtreſs to you; ſhe has 
not denied you the laſt favour; and ſhe has been 
fruitful to you in a moſt beautiful iſſue - If I 
break off abruptly here, I hope every body will un- 
derſtand that it is to avoid a commendation; which, 
as It is your due, would be moſt; ealy for me to pay, 
and too troubleſome for you to receive. | 
1 L have, fince the acting of this play, hearkened 
aſter the objections which have been made to it; 
for I was conſcious where a true critic might have 
put me upon my defenee. I was prepared for the 
attack; and am pretty confident I could have vin- 
dicated ſome parts,. and excuſed others; and where 
there were any. plain miſcarriages, I 35 moſt 
ingenuouſly have confeſſed them. But I have not 
heard any thing ſaid ſuffieient to provoke an an- 
ler. That w hich looks moſt like an objeQon, 
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does nat relate in particular to this play, but to all 
or molt that ever have been written; and that is, ſo- 
lloquy. Therefore I will anſwer it, not only for 
my own ſake, but to ſave others the trouble, to 
whom it may hereafter be objected. | 

I grant, that for a man to talk to himſelf, ap- 
pears abſurd and unnatural; and indeed it is ſo in 
molt caſes; but the circumſtances which may at- 
tend the occaſion, make great alteration. It of- 
tentimes happens to a man, to have deſigns which 
require him to himſelf, and in their nature cannot 
admit of a confident. Such, for certain, is all vil 
lainy; and other leſs miſchievous intentions may be 
very improper to be communicated to a ſecond per- 
ſon. In ſuch a caſe therefore the audience muſt ob- 
ſerve, whether the perſon upon the ſtage takes any 
notice of them at all, or no. For if he ſuppoſes 
any one to be by, when he talks to himſelf, it is 
monſtrous and ridiculous to the laſt degree. Nay, 
not only in this caſe, but in any part of a play, if 
there is expreſſed any knowledge of an audience, it 
is inſufferable, But otherwiſe, when a man in ſo- 
liloquy reaſons with himſelf, and pro's and con's, 
and weighs all his defigns, we ought not to ima- 
gine that this man either talks to us, or to himſelf; 
he is only thinking, and thinking ſuch: matter as 
were inexcuſable folly in him to ſpeak. But becauſe 
we are concealed ſpectators of the plot in agitation, 
and the poet finds it neceſſary to let us know the 
Whole myſtery of his contrivance, he is willing to 
inform us of the perſon's thoughts; and' to that 
tor ohh 13 ea 
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end is forced to make uſe of the expedient of ſpeech, 
no other better way being yet ee e com- 
munication: of thought. 

Another very wrong objection * e by 
fre who have not taken leiſure to diſtinguiſh. the 
characters. The hero of the play, as they are plea- 
fed to call him, (meaning Mez/lefort) is a gull, and 
made a fool, and cheated. Is every man a gull and 
a fool that is deceived? At that rate I am afraid 
the two claſſes of men will be reduced to one, and 
the knaves themſelves be at a toſs te juſtify their 
title: but if an open-hearted honeſt man, who has 
an entire confidence in one whom he takes to be his 
friend, and whom he has obliged to be ſo; and whe 
Ito confirm him in his opinion) in all appearance, 
and upon ſeveral trials has been fo; if this man be 
deceived by the treachery of the ere maſt he of 
neceſlity commence fool immediately, oath: becauſe 
the other has proved a villain? Ay, but there was 
caution given to Maileſont in the firſt a& by his 
Friend Garele/s. Of what nature was the caution ? 
Only to give the audience ſome light into the cha- 

racter of Mafkwell, before his appearance; and not 

to convince Mellefont of his treachery; for that was 

more than Careleſa was then able to do; he never 

knew] Maſtaueli guilty of any villainy; he was only 
aà ſort of wan which he did not like. As for his 
ſuſpecting his familiarity with my Lady Fouchwood; 
let them examine the anſwer: that Melleſont makes 
him, and compare it with the conduct of Maſbwells 
character through the play. 

I would beg them again 10 look into the charader 
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of Ma/hwell,” beſore they accuſe Mellefont of weak» 
neſs for being deceived by him. For upon ſumming 
up the enquiry into this objection, it may be found 
they have miſtaken cunning in one character, for 
folly in another. 

But there is one thing, at which I am more con- 
cerned than all the falſe criticiſms that are made up- 
on me; and that is, ſome of the ladies are offended; 
Jam heartily ſorry for it, for I declare I would ra- 
ther difoblige all the critics in the world, than one 
of the fair ſex. They are concerned that I have re- 
preſented ſome women vicious and affected: how can 
T help it? It is the bufineſs of a comic poet to paint 
the vices and follies of human - kind; and there are 
but two fexes, male and female, men and women, 
which have a title to humanity : and if I leave one 
half of them out, the work will be imperfe&. I ſhould 
be very glad of an opportunity to make my compli- 
ment to thoſe ladies who are offended ; but they can 
no more expect it in a comedy, than to be tickled by 
a ſurgeon, when he is letting them blood. They 
who are virtuous or diſcreet, ſhould not be offended; 
for ſuch characters as theſe diſtinguiſh hem, and make 
their beauties more ſhining and obſerved: and they 
who are of the other kind, may nevertheleſs paſs for 
ſuch, by ſeeming not to be diſpleaſed, or touched 
with the ſatire of this comedy. Thus have they alſo 
wrongfully accuſed me of doing them a prejudice, 
when I have in reality done them a ſervice, 

Tou will pardon me, Sir, for the freedom I take 
of making anſwers to other people, in an epiltle 
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which ought wholly to be ſacred to you: but fince 
I intend the play to be ſo too, I hope 1 may take 
the more liberty of juſtifying it, where it is in the 
. A. fb wed fl 14 

I uy now, Sir, Fx. wet to the world, how kind 
you. have been to my endeavours j for in regard of 
what was well meant, you have excuſed what was ill 
performed. I beg you would continue the fame me- 
thod in your acceptance of this dedication. I know 
no other way ef making a return to that humanity 
you ſhewed, in protecting an infant, but byenrolling 
it in your ſervice, now that it is of age and come 
into the world. Therefore be pleaſed to accept of 
this as an acknowledgement of the favous you. have 
ſhewn me, and an n of the nals and 
ee vr | 


2 


BIR, 
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1 - You moſt obliged; | 
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The preſent age of wit obſcures the paſt : 


Strong were our ſites; and as they fought they writ, | 


Conqu'ring with force of arms, and dint of wit; 
Theirs was the giant race, before the flood; 


And thus, when Charles return'd; our empire tobt. | 


Like Janus h the ſtubborn ſoit manur d, 

With rules of huſbandry, the rankneſs cur'd: 

Tam'd us to manners, when the ſtage was rude; 

And boiſt'rous Engliſh wit with art endw'd, 

Our age was cultivated thus at Tength ;* 

But what we gain'd in {kill we loſt in ſtrength. 

Our builders were with want of genius eurſt; 

The ſecond temple was not like the firſt : 

'Till you, the beſt Vitruvius, come at length, 

Our beauties equal; but excel our ſtrength. 

Firm Doric pillars found your folid baſe ; 

The fair Corinthian crowns the higher hace ; : 

Thus all below is ſtrength, and all above is grace. 

In eaſy dialogues is Fletcher's praiſe ; 

He mov'd the mind, but had no power to raiſe. 

Great Johaſon did by ſtrength of judgment pleaſe ; 

Yet doubling Fletcher's force, he wants his caſe. 

In dif *'ring talents both adorn'd their age; 

One for the ſtudy, t'other for the ſtage. 

But both to Congreve juſtly ſhall ſubmit, 

One match'd in judgment, both o'er-match'd in wit, 
4 l 


ELL did iis promis'd hour is come at laſt ; 
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In him all beauties ef this age we ſee; t 

Etherege his courtſhip, Southernꝰs purity ; | . 

The fatire, wit, and ſtrengtii of manly Wycherly. 

All this in blooming youth you have atchiev'd ; 

Nos are your ſoil'd eontemporaries griev d? 

80 much the ſweetneſs of your manners move, 

We cannot envy you, becauſe we love. 

Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he fur, 

A beardleſs conſul made againſt the law, 

Ap join his ſuſſrage to the votes of Rome; 

Though he with Hannibal was overcome. 

Thus old Romane bow'd to Raphael's fame z. 

And ſcholar to the youth he taught became. 
Oh! that your brows my laurel had ſuſtain'd, 


| © Well Rad | been depos'd, if you had reign'd! 


The father had deſcended for the ſon ; 

For only you are lineal to the throne. 

Thus when the-ſtate one Edward did depoſe; 

A greater Edward in his room aroſe. 

But now, not 1, but poetry is curs'd ; 

For Tom the ſecond reigns like Tom the firſt, 

But let em not miſtake my patron's part; 

Nor call his charity their own deſert. 

Yet I this propheſy ; Thou ſhalt be ſeen, 

(Tho' with ſome ſhort parentbefis between}, 

High eon the throne of wit; and ſeated there, 

Not mine {that's little) but thy laurel wear. 

Thy firſt attempt an early promiſe made, 

That early promiſe this has more than paid; 

Sd bold, yet fo judiciouſly you dare, 

That your leaſt praiſe is to be regular. 

Time, place and action, may with pains be wrought, 

But genius muſt be born, and never can be taught. 

This is your portion; this your native ſtore; F 

Heav'n, that but once was prodigal before, : 

To Shakeſpeare gave as much; ſhe cou'd not givehim more. 
Maintain your poſt : that's all the fame you need; 

For *tis impoſible you ſhould proceed. 


To Mr CONGREYV E 


Already I am worn with cares and age; 
And juſt abandoning th' ungrateful ſtage: 
Unprofitably kept at Heaven's expence, 

] live a rent-charge on his providenee ; 

But you, whom ev'ry muſe and grace adorn, 
Whom I foreſee to better fortune born, 

Be kind to my remains; and, oh defend, 
Againſt your judgment, your departcd friend! 
Let not th' inſulting foe my fame purſue ; 

But ſhade thoſe laurels which deſcend to you 2 
And take for tribute what theſe lines expreſs ; 
You merit more; nor cou'd my love do leſs, 


JOHN DRYDEN. 
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Spoken by.Mrs BRACEGIRDLE. 
OORS have this way (as ſtory tells) to know 


Whether their brats are truly got, or no; 
Into the ſea he new · born babe is thrown, 
here, as inſtinct directs, to ſwim ar drown, 
A barbarous device, to try if ſponſe - 

Has kept religiouſly her nuptial vows. 

Such are rhe:trials poets make of plays: 
Only they truſt to more inconſtant 1 as; 

So does our Author, this his child commit 
To the tempeſtudus mercy of the pit, 
To know if it be truly born of wit. 

Critics avaunt; for you are fiſh of prey, 
And feed, like ſharks, upon an infant play. 
Be ev'ry monſter of the deep away; 

Let's a fair trial have, and a clear ſea. 

Let nature work, and do not damn too ſoon, 
For life muſt ſtruggle long ere it fink down; 
And will at leaft riſe thrice before it drown. 
Let vs conſider, had it been our fate, 

Thus hardly to be prov'd legitimate ! 

J will not ſay, we'd all in danger been, 
Were each to ſuffer for his mother's fin : 
But, by my troth, I cannot avoid thinking, 


How nearly ſome good men might have ſcapꝰd ſinking. 


But Heav'n be prais'd this cuſtom is confin'd 
Alone to th' offspring of the muſes kind: 
Our Chriſtian cuckolds are more bent to pity ; 3 
I know not one Moor huſband in the city. 


I' th' good man's arms the chopping baſtard thrives 


For he thinks all his own that is his wife's. 
Whatever fate is for this play deſign'd, 


| The poet's ſure he ſhall ſome comfort find : 


For if his muſe has'play'd him falſe, the worſt 
That can befall him, is to be divorc'd ; 


Lou huſbands judge, if that be to be curs d. 
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. 
C O' p poets but foreſee how plays would take, 


Then they cou'd tell what epilogues to make; 
Whether to thank or blame their audience moſt : ; | 


Eut that late knowledge does much hazard colt : 
ill dice are thrown,,there's nothing won nor loft, 
so *till the thief has ſtoPn, he cannot know 
Whether he ſhall eſcape the law or no. 

But poets run much greater hazards far, 

Than they who ſtand their trials at the bar, 

The law provides a curb for its own fury, 

And ſuffers judges to direct the jury: | 
But in this, court, what diff'rence does appcar ! | ? 


For every one's both judge and jury here; 

Nay, and what's worſe, an exceutioner. 
All have a right and title to ſome part, 

Each chooſing that in which he has moſt art. 

The dreadful men of learning all confound, 

Unleſs the fable's good, and moral found. - 

The vigor · maſks, that are in pit and gallery, | 

Approve, or damn, the repartee and rallery. 

The lady critics, who are better read, 

Inquire if characters are nicely bred ; 7 

If the ſoft things are penn d and ſpoke with grace: 

They judge of actiou too, aud time, and place; 

In which we do not doubt but they're diſceruing, 

For that's à kind of aſſignation learning 

Peaux judge of dreſs; the wittlings judge of ſongs; 

The cuckoldom, of ancient right, to cits belongs. 

Poor poets thus the ſavour are deny'd, 1 

Even to make exceptions, when they're try'd. 

Tis hard that they muſt ev'ry one admit ; 

Methinks I fee ſome faces in the pit, i 

Which muſt of conſequence be foes to wit; ? 

You who can judge, to ſentence may proceed ; 

But tho' he cannot write, let him be free 2 

At leaſt from their Ec who cannot read, 


VoL, J. 


Dramatis Perſon, 


M E N. 


MAsKWE1.L, a villain; pretended 
friend to. Mellefont, gallant to 
Lady Touchwood, and in love 
with Cynthia, 

Lord Touc x wood, uncle to Mel- 
le font, 

MELLEFONT, promiſed to, and in 
love with Cynthia, 


Mr BETTERTOR, 


Mr RYNASTON. 


Mr W1LL1AMs. 


CARELEss, his friend, MrYVEZRBRUGGEN- 
Lord FROTE, a ſolemn coxcomb, Mr BOWMAN. 
B Is Kk, a pert coxcomb, Mr Po WELL. 


Sir Paul PLYANT, an uxorious. 
fooliſh, old knight ; brother to 
Lady Touchwood, and father to 
ont, : 


Mr Dos GET. 


WO M E N. 


Lady Tovcn wood, in love with 
Mellefont, : Mr BARRY. | 
CrNTHIA, daughter to Sir Paul by 


lefont, 
Lady FxOTH, a great coquet; pre- 


tender to poetry, wit and learn- C Mrs Movn'rrorr, 


ing, 

Lady PLYANT, inſolent to ber ME 
huſband, and cafy to auy 125 Mrs Lx ICE. 
tender, | ot 


- Chaplain, Boy, Footmen and Attendants. 


The Seen x; a rallery in the Lord Touchwood's houſe, 
- with chambers — 


a former wife, promiſed to Mel. | Mrs BrACgGInDLE, 
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Enter CARELESS, crofing the Stage, with his hat, gloves, 


DOUBLE-DEALER 


ACT I SCENE I. 


A gallery in the. Lord Touch wood's bouſe, with chambers ads 
Joining. 


and ſword in his hands ; as juſt riſen from table; MEL LE» 
FONT following him. 


MELLEFONT., 


E D, Ned, whither ſo faſf? what, turn'd flincher? 
' why, you won't leave us? 
Care. Where are the women? I'm weary of - 
guzling, and begin to think them the better company. 

Mel. Then thy reaſon ſtaggers, and thou'rt abmoſt drunk. 

Care, No, faith, but your fools grow noiſy; and if a 
man muſt endure the noiſe of words without ſenſe, | think 
the women have more muſical voices, and become nonicae 
better. 

Mel. Why, they are at the end of the gallery, retir'd to 
their tea and ſcandal, according to their ancient cuſtom, 
after dinner; but I made a pretence to follow you, be- 
cauſe I had ſomething to ſay to you in private, and I am 
nat like to have many opportunities this evening. 

Care. And here's this coxcomb moſt critically come te 
interrupt you. 
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s S E N E 11. 
[To them} rex. 


Brist. Boys, boys, lads, 1 are you? What, do you 
give ground! Mortgage for a bottle, ha? Careleſs, this is 
your trick; you're always ſpoiling company. by lea- 
ving it, 

411. And thou art always ſpoiling company by coming 


—_ Pooh, ha, ha, ha, I know you envy me: ſpite, 
proud ſpite, by the gods! and burning envy -' be 


judg'd by Mellefont here, who gives and takes raillery 


better, you or I. Pihaw, man, when I ſay you ſpoil com- 
pany by leaving it, I mean you leave. no, body for the 


company to laugh at. I think there I was with you, ha? 


Mellefont. 


Mel. O' my word, Briſk, that was a home theuſt, you: 
have Gilenc'd him. 


Bris. Oh, my dear Mellefont, let me periſh, if thou art 
not the ſoul of converſation, the very eſſence of wit, and 
ſpirit of wine, —— The duce take me; if there were three 
god things ſaid, or one underſtood, ſinee thy amputation 
from the body of our ſociety, lle, I think that's pretty 
and metaphorieal enough: I'gad I could not have ſaid it 


out of thy company, —Carcleſs, ha? 


Care. Hum, ay, what ist? 
Brizk. O, men caur ! What is't? Nay gad IU kong 


you for want of apprehenſion: a duce take me if 1 tell 


vou. 
Mel. No, no, bang him, he has no b bed dear. 


Briſk, excuſe me, 1 have a little buſineſs. 
Cite. Priythee get thee gone; thou ſeeſt we are ſerious, 


Mel. We I come immediately, if you'll go in, and keep. 


up good humour and ſenſe in the company : pr Fehes do, 


tbey'll fall afleep elſe. 


Erik, T'gad ſo they will Well 1 wilt, I will, gad 


ye! u ſhall command me from the Zenith to the Nadir.—Bnt 


the duce take me if I ay a good thing till you come 


l 
{ 
: 
] 
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But pr'ythee, dear rogue, make haſte, pr'ythee make haſte, 
T ſhall burſt elſe. And yonder's your uncle, my Lord 
Touchwood, ſwears he'1l diſinherit you, and Sir Paul Ply- 
ant threatens to diſclaim you for a ſon- in- law, and my 
Lord Froth won't dance at your wedding to-morrow; nor 
the duce take me, I won't write your epithalamium—and 
fee what a condition you're like to be brought to. ; 

Mel. Well, ll ſpeak but three words, and follow you. 

Brut. Enough, enough, Careleſs, bring your apprchen- 
fion e you. 


I CEN E IH. 
MELLEFONT, CARELESS, 


Care. Pert coxcomb ! 

Mel. Faith tis a good-natur'd coxcomb, and has very 
entertaining folkes—- Lon muſt be more humane to him; 
at this juncture, it will do me ſervice. I'll tell you, I 
would have mirth continued this day at any rate; though 
patience purchaſe folly, and attention be paid with noiſe : 
there are times when ſenſe may be unſcaſonable, as well 
as truth. Pr'ythee do thou wear none to day; but allow 
Briſk to have wit, that thou may'ſt ſeem a fool. 

Care. Why, how now; why this extravagant propoſi- 
tion? 

Mel. O, I would has no room for ferious deſign, for 
am jealous of a plot. I would have noife and imperti- 
nence keep my Lady Touchwood's head from working; 
for hell is not more buſy than her brain, nor contains more 
devils than her imagination. 

Care. I thought your fear of ker had been over, —-[; 
not to-morrow appointed for your marriage with Cynthia; 
and her father, Sir Paul Plyaat, come to fettle the writings 
this day, on purpoſe ? 

Mel. True; but you ſhall judge whether I have not 
reaſon to be alarm'd.. None beſides you, and Maſkwell, 
are acquainted with the ſecrer of my aunt Touchwoad's 
violent paſſion for me. Since my firſt refuſal of her ad- 
dueſſes, ſhe bas endeavour'd to do me all ill offices with 

K 3 


1 
my uncle; yet bas manag'd em with that ſabeiley. that 
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to him they have borne the face of. kindneſs; while her 
malice, like a dark lanthorn, only ſhone upon me, where 
it was directed. Still is gave me leſs perplexity to pre - 
vent the ſucceſs of her difpleaſure, than to avoid the im- 
port unities of her, love; and of two evils, I thought my- 
ſelf favour'd in her averſion: but whether urg'd by her de» 
ſpair, and the ſhort proſpect of the time ſhe ſaw, to accom- 
plich her deſigus; whether the hopes of revenge, or of her 
love, terminated in the view of this my marriage with 
Cynthia, I know not; but this morning ſhe ſurpriz'd me 
in my bed 

Care. Was there ever ſuch a fury ! *tis well nature has 
not put it into her ſex's power to raviſn— Well, bleſs us! 
procced. What followed ? 

Mel. What at firſt amaz'd me: For 1 look'd to have 
ſeen her in all the tranſports of a ſlighted and revengeful 
woman ; but when 1 expected thunder from her voice, 
and lightning in her eyes; I ſaw her melted into tears and 
huſh'd inte a figh, It was long before either of us ſpoke ; 
paſſion had ty'd her tongue, and amazement mine. 
In ſhort, the conſequenee was thus, ſhe omitted nothing 
that the moſt violent love could urge, or tender words ex- 
preſs; which when ſhe ſaw had no effect, but ſtill I pleaded 
honour and nearnefs of blood to my uncle, then came the 
ſtorm I fear d at firſt; for ſtarting ſrem my bed - ſide like 
a fury, ſhe flew to my ſword, and with much ado. I pre- 
vented: her doing me or kerſelf a miſchief: having diſarm'd 
her, in a guſt of paſſion ſhe left me, and in a reſolution, 
confirm'd by a thouſand curſes, not to cloſe her eyes, 'tilt 


| they had ſecn my ruin. 


Care. kxquifite woman! but what the devil, does ſhe 
think thou haſt no more ſenſe, than to get an heir upon 
her body to diſinherit thyſelf : for as I take it, this ſettle- 


ment upon you, is, with a proviſo, that your uncle have 


no children, ; 
Mel. It is ſo. Well, the ſervice you are to do me, 
will be a pleaſure to yourſelf; I muſt get you to engage 
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my Lady Plyant all this evening, that my pious aunt may. 


not work her to her intereſt. And if you chance to ſecure 
her to yourſelf, you may ineline her to mine. She's hand» 
ſome, and knows it; is very filly, and thinks ſhe has ſenſe, 
and has an old fond huſband. 

Care. I confeſs, a very fair foundation for a lover to 
build upon. 

Mel. For my Lord Froth, he and his wife will be ſuf- 
ficicatly taken up with admiring one another, and Briſk's 
gallantry, as they call it. I'll obſerve my uncle myſelf: 
and Jack Maſk well has promiſed me, to watch my aunt 
narrowly, and give me notice upon any ſuſpicion. As for 
Sir Paul, my wife's father-in-law that is to be, my dear 
Cynthia has ſuch a ſhare in his fatherly fondneſs, he 


would ſcarce make her a moment uneaſy, to have her hap- | 


py hereafter. 

Cure. So, you have mann'd your works: but I wiſh you 
may not have the weakeſt guard, where the enemy is 
ſtrongeſt. 

Mel. Maſkwell, you mean; pr'ythee why ſhould you 
ſuſpect him? 

Care. Faith, I cannot help it, you know I never lik d 
bim; I am a little ſuperſtitious in phyſiognomy. 

Mel. tie has obligations of gratitude, to bind him to 
me; his dependence upon my uncle is through my means. 

Care. Upon your aunt, you mean. 

Mel. My aunt? 

Care. Pm miſtaken if there be not a familiarity between 


them, you do not ſuſpect, notwithſtanding her paſkon for 


your ,- +/ 

Mel. Pooh, pooh, nothing in the world but hid deſign 
to do me ſervice; and he endeavours to be well in her 
eſteem, that he may be able to eſſect it. 


Care, Well, I ſhall be glad to be miſtaken; but, your. 


aunt's averſion in her revenge, cannot be any way ſo effec 


tually thewn, as in bringing forth a child to diſinherit you; 


She is handſome and cunning, and naturally wanton : 
Maſkwell is fleſh aud blood at beſt, and opportunities be» 


X N 
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zs nothing more unbecoming a man of quality, than to 
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rveen them are frequent. His affeEtion to you, you have cons 


teſſed, is grounded upon his intereſt; that you have tranſ- 
planted; and ſhould it take root in my Lady, I don't ſee 
* what you can expect from the fruit. 

Mel. I confeſs the conſequence is viſible, were your ſuſ⸗ 
picions juſt, ——But ſee, the company is broke up, let's 
mect em. 

Eg S$CEN E W. 
tr. them] Lord TOUCHKHWOOD, Lord FROTH, Sir 
| PAUL PLYANT, and BRL Sk. 

Lord Touch. Out upon't, nephew Leave your fa- 
cher in · law, and me, to maintain our ground * young 

people. 

Mel. I beg your 8 28750 pardon——we are Juſt re · 
— 

Sir Paul. Were yea, ſon? Gadſbud, much better as it 
n ſtrange! I ſwear I'm almoſt tipſy——t'other 
bottle would have been too powerful for me, as ſure as 
tan be it would We wanted your company, but Mr. 
Briſk—where is he? I ſwear and vow, he's a moſt facetious 
perion—and- the beſt company.——And my Lord Froth, 
your Lordſhip is ſo merry a man, he, he, he. 

Lord Frotb. O foy, Sir Paul, what do you mean? Merry! 
© barbarous! l'd as lieve you call'd me fool, 

Sir Paul. Nay, I proteſt and vow now, tis true; when 
Mr Briſk jokes, your GONG ok 5 laugh does Nen you, 
ke, he, he. 

Lord Freth. Ridiculous !' Sir Paul, you're frangely mi- 
2 I find champagne is powerful. I aſſure you, 74 
Paul, I laugh at nobody's jeſt but my own, or a lady il 
aſſure you, Sir Paul. 

Brisk. How? how my Lord? what, affront my wit! 
let me periſh, do I never fay atiy thing worthy to be laugh'd. 
at? 

L ord Frenz. O foy, don't miſapprehend me, I don't 
ſay fo; for 1 often ſmile at your conceptions. But there 
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Hugh ; tis ſuch a vulgar expreſſion of the pailiva ! every 


body can laugh. Then e{pecially to laugh at the jeſt 
of an infetiour petſon, or when any body elſe of the Yame 
quality does not laugh with one; ridiculous ! To be pleaſ- 
ed with what pleaſes the croud! Now when | laugh, I ab 
ways laugh alone. 

Brick. I ſuppoſe that's betauſe you laugh at your _ 
you Ppgad, ha ha, ha. 

Lord Frotb. He, he, I ſwear, tho, your OP provokes 
me to a ſmile, 

Brik. Ay, my Lord, tis a figu. I bit you in the teerk if 
you ſhew em. 

Lord Fx orb. * he, he, I ſwear that's ſo very pretty, I 
ean't forbeas, 

Care. I find a quibble bears more ſway in your Lord- 
fliip's face, than a. jeſt. 

Lord Touch. Sir Paul, if you pleaſe we'll retire to the 
ladies, and drink a diſh of tea, to ſett le our heads. 

Sir Paul. With all my heart. Mr Briſk, you'll 
come to us,----- or call me when you joke, VU — to 
laugh incontioently.” 


 H-$ 5 3 BY 1 
MELLEFONT, CARELESS, Lord FROTH, BRISE.. 


Mel. Rut does your Lordſhip never ſee comedies? _ 
Lord Froth. O yes, ſometimes But I never laugh. 
Mel. No? 

Lord Froth. Oh no---Never laugh indeed, Sir. 

Care. . No! why what do you go there for ? 

Lord Froth. To diſtioguiſh myſelf from the commonal- 
ty, and mortify the poets ; the fellows grow ſo conceited, 
when any of their fooliſh wit prevails upon. the fide» 
boxes fwear, Ile, he, he, I have often conſtrain'd 
my inclinations to laugh, He, he, he, to avoid giving 


them encouragement. 


Mel. You are cruel to yourſelf, my Lord, as well as 
malicious to them, 
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Lord Froth. J confeſs 1 did myſelf ſome violence at firſt; 
but now, I think | have conquer'd it. 
Britt. Let me periſh, my Lord, but there is ſomething 
very particular in the humour; tis true, it makes againſt 
wit, and I'm ſorry for ſome friends of mine that write, 
but---1 'gad, I love to be malicious---Nay, duce take me; 
there's wit in't too------And wit muſt be foil'd by wit; 
cut a diamond with a diamond ; no other way, l'gad. 
Lord Freth. Oh, I thought you would not be long. before 
you found out the wit. 


Cure. Wit! In what? where the devil's the wit, in not 


laughing when a man has a mind to't. 

- Brish, O Lord, why can't you find" it out Why 
there *tis, in the not laughing-- ---Don't you apprehend 
me My Lord, Careleſs is a very honeſt fellow, but 
harkee,-----you underſtand me, ſomewhat heavy, a little 
ſhallow, or ſo.----- Why I'll tell you now, ſuppoſe now 
you come up to me----Nay, pr*i thee, Careleſs, be inſtructs 
ed. Suppoſe, as I was ſaying, you come up to me holding 
your ſides, and laughing, as if you would----Well-----1 
look grave, and aſk the cauſe of this immoderate mirth 
ou laugh on ſtill, and are not able to tell me -Still 
I look grave, not fo much as ſmile.-—- 

Care. Smile, no, what the devil ſhould you ſmile at, 
when you ſuppoſe I can't tell you! 

Brist. Pſhaw, pſhaw, pr'ythee don't interrupt me.— 
But I tell vou, you ſhall tell me-—at laſt----—Bur 3 it ſhall 
de a great white firſt. 

Care. Well, but pr'ythee don't let it be a great wile 
becauſe 1 long to have it over. 

Brisk. Well then, you tell me fome good jeſt, or very 
witty thing, laughing all the while, as if you were ready 
to die- and I hear it, and look thus Would not you be 
diiappointed? 
© Care. No; for if it were a witty thing, I ſhould not 


expect you to underſtand it. 
Leid Froth, O foy, Mr Careleſs, all the world allows 


e, 
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Me Briſk o have wit, my wife ſays he has a great deal. 
I hope you will think ber a judge. 

Brist. Pooh, my Lord, bis voice-goes for nothing, — 
1.can't tell how.to make him apprehend.— Take it other 
way. Suppoſe I ſay a witty thing to you? 

Care. Then I: ſhall be diſappointed indeed. 

Mel. Let him alone, Britk, he is obſtinately bent not 
to. be inſtructed. 

Brisk. I'm ſorry for him, the deuce take me. 

Mel. Shall we go to the ladies, my Lord? 

Lord Froth. With all my heart, methinks we are a ſoli- 
tude without em. 
| Mel. Or, what ſay ꝓou to another bottle of champagne? 

Lord Froth O, for the univerſe, not a drop more I be- 
ſeech you. O intemperate! I have a fluſhing in my face 
already. [ Takes out a pocket-glaſs, and locks in it. 

Brisk. Let me fee, let me ſee, my Lord, I broke my 
flaſs that was in the lid of my ſnuff-box. Hum! * 
take me, I have encouraged a pimple here toa. | 

[ Takes the glaſs, and looks, 

Lord Freth. Then you muſt mortify him with a patch; 


my wife ſhall ſupply you- Come, gentlemen, allons, here 


3s company coming. 
S CEN E VI. | 
Lady TOUCH WOOD and MASKWELL, 
Lady Touch. I'll hear no more. 
grateful ; come, I know you falſe. 
Mask. I have been frail, I confeſs, Madam, for your la- 
dyſhip's ſervice. 
Lady Touch. That I ſhould truſt a man, whom 1 bad a 
known betray his friend. 
Mast. What friend have I betray'd? or to whom ? 
Lady Touch. Your fond friend Melle font, and to me ; 


Vare falſe and un- 


can you deny it? 


M ask. I do not. 


: - Lady Touch, Have you not  wrong'd my lord, who has 
been a father to you in your wants, and given you being? 


4 
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Mave you. not wrong'd him in che higheſt manner, in bis 
bed? 

Mast. With your ladyſhip? s help, and for your ſervice, 
45 told you before. - 1 can't deny that neither —Any 
thing more, Madam ? | : | 

Lady Teuch, More! Audacious villain. O, what's more, 
is moſt my ſhame.——— Have you not diſhonour'd me: 


Mask. No, that I deny; for I never told in all my life: 


fo that accuſation's anſwer'd; on to the next. 

Lady Touch. Death, do you dally with my paſſion ? In- 
ſolent devil! But bave a care. Provoke me not; for, 
by the eternal fire, you ſhall not *ſcape'my vengeance.—- 
Calm villain! How unconcern'd be ſtands, confeſſing 
treachery and ungratitude! Is there a vice- more black ! 
— 0, I have excuſes, thouſands for my fauks ; fire in my 
temper, paſſions in my ſoul, apt to ev'ry provocation; op- 
preſs' dat once with love, and with deſpair. But a ſedate, 
a thinking villain, whoſe black blood runs temperately 


| bad, what excuſe can clear? 


Mask. Will you be in temper, Madam ! I would not 
talk, not to be heard, I have been [She walks about diſordered.) 
a very great rogue for your ſake, and you reproach me 
with it; am ready to be a rogue ſill, ta do you ſervice; 
and you are flinging conſcience and honour in my face, to 


rebate my inclinations. How am I to. behave myſelf? 


You know I am your creature, my life.and fortune 1 in your 
power ; to diſoblige you, brings me certain ruin. Allow 
It 1 would betray you, I would not be a traitor to myſelf: 
I don't pretend to honeſty, hecauſe you know I am aza(- 
cal: but I would convince you from the neceſſity of my 
being firm, to you. 

Lady Touch. Neceſſity, impudence|! Can no attitude in- 
cline you, ao obligations touch you ? Have not my for- 
tune, and | my perſon been ſubje cted to your pleaſure? Were 
you not in the nature of a ſervant, and have not I in et- 
Fea made you lord of all, of me, and of my aryl f Where 


r 


% 4% CS. aut... .- 


THE DOUBLE-DEALEX. 121 


Mask. Fix'd, rooted in my heart, whence nothing can 
remove em, yet you 
Lady Touch. Yet, what yet? 

Mast. Nay, miſconceive me not, Madam, when I fay 
I have had a generous and a faithful paſſion, which you 
had never favour'd, but through revenge and policy. 
| Lady Touch. Hal » 

Mask. Look you, Madam, we are ane m con- 


tain yourſelf, and hear me. You know you lov'd your 
nephew, when [I firſt ſigh'd for you; I quickly found it: 
au argument that I lov'd; for with that art you veil'd 


your paſſion, 'twas imperceptible to all but jealous eyes. 
This diſcovery made me bold; I confeſs it; for by it, I 
thought you in my power. Your nephew's ſcorn of you 
added to my hopes; I watch'd the occaſion, and took you, 
juſt repulſed by him, warm at once with love and indig- 


nation; your diſpoſition, my arguments, and happy oppor- 


tunity, accumpliſh'd my deſign; I preſs d the yielding mi- 
nute, and was bleſs d. How I have lov'd you fince, words 
have not ſhewn, then how ſhould words expreſs ? 

Lady Touch. Well, mollifying devil. And have I not 
met your love with forward fire? 

Mask. Your zeal, I grant, was ardent, but miſplac'd; 
there was revenge in view: that womau's idol had defil'd 
the temple of the God, and love was made a mock-wor- 
hip. A ſon and heir would have edg'd young Melle- 
font upon the brink of ruin, and left him none but you 
to catch at for prevention. 

Lady Touch. Again, provoke me! Do you wind me like 


a larum, only to rouze my vwn ſtill'd foul for your diver- 


fion ? Confuſion ! 
Mask. Nay, Madam, I'm gone, if you relapſe. 
hat needs this? I, ſay nothing but what you yourſelf, 
in open hours of love, have told me. Why ſhould you 
deny it? Nay, how can you ? Is not all this preſeat heat 
owing to the ſame fire? Do you not love him ſtill! How 
have 1 this day offended you, but in not breaking off his 
Vor. I. L 
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match with Cynthia ? which cre to-morrow ſhall be done, 
had you bur patienee. 

Lady Touch. How, what ſaid you, Maſk well ?—Another 
caprice to unwind my temper ? 

Mask. By Heav'n, no; I am your ſlave, the ſlave of all 
your pleaſures ; and will not reſt till I have given you 
peace, would you ſuffer me. 

Lady Touch. O, Maſkwell, in vain do 1 aged me from 
thee, thou know'ſt me, know'ſt the very inmoſt wind- 
ings and receſſes of my ſoul.— Oh Mellefont! I burn; mar- 
ried to-morrow ! Deſpair ſtrikes me. Yet my ſoul knows 
I hate him too: let him but once be mine, and next mo- 
ment immediate ruin ſeize him. 

Mast. Compoſe yourſelf, you ſhall poſſeſs and ruin bim 

00. — Will that pleaſe you? 
Lady Touch. How, how ? thou dear, thou precious vil- 
- lain, how? 
Mask. You have already been tampering 1 vith my Lady 
-Plyant ? 32 

Lady Teach. 1 have: the is ready for any impreſſion 
on fit. 

Mask. She muſt be thoroughly perſuaded, that Mellefont 
Do her. 

Lady Touch. She is fo credulous that way naturally, and 


likes him ſo well, that ſhe will believe it faſter than I can 8 
+ perſuade her. But I don't ſee what you can propoſe from . 
ſuch a trifling deſign; for her firſt converſing with Melle- 

font will convince her of the contrary. n 
Mask. I know it —I don't depend upon it hut * 

A win prepare ſomething elſe ; and gain us leiſure to lay a t 
ſtronger plot : if 1 gain a little time, 1 Hal not want con- a 
M6100 omen n wag n 
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"CYNTHIA. 


Ir E E D, Madam! Is it poſſible your Ladyſhip could 
have been ſo much in love? 

Lord Froth, 1 could not ſleep one wink for three weeks 
together. * 

Cyn. Prodigious! I wonder want of ſleep, and fo much 
love, and ſo much wit as your Ladyſhip has, did not turn 
your, brain. 

Lady Froth. O my dear Cynthia, you muſt not rally your 

friend, - but really, as you ſay, I wonder too but then 
| had a way—for between you and I, I had whimfies aud 
vapours, but I gave them vent, 

Gn. How pray, Madam ? 

Lady Froth. O I writ, writ NIE vou 
never write? 

Cyn., Write, what ? . 

Lady Froth. Songs, clegies, ſatires, encomiums, panegy- 
rics,, lampoons, plays, or heroic poems, 

Gu. 0 Lord, not I, Madam ; Fm content to des a cour- 
teous reader. | 

Lady Froth O inconſiſtent! in love, and not write! if 
my Lord and I had been both of your temper, we had ne- 
ver come together—O bleſs me! what a fad thing would 
that have been, if my Lord and I ſhould never have met! 

On. Then neither my Lord nor 4 would ever hare 


Lady Froth, O' my anni no more we ould; hou 
ſay'ſt right ; for ſure my Lord Froth is as fine a, gentleman 
and as much a man of quality! Ak, nothing at all of the 
common air— think 1 may ſay he wants nothing but a 
blue ribbon and a ſtar to make him ſhine, the very phoſ- 
phorus of our hemiſphere : do you underſtand thoſe two 
hard words ? If you don't, I'll explain em to you, 

| L 2 
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n. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm not ſo ignorant——at leaſt I 
won't own it, to be troubled with your inſtructions. 

\ [Afede. 

Lady Froth. Nay, I beg your pardon ; but beiog deriv'd 
from the Greek, I thought you might have eſcap'd the 
etymology ——But I'm the more amaz'd to find you a wo- 
man of letters, and not write ! bleſs me : , how can Melle - 
font believe you love him? 

On. Why faith, Madam, he that won't take my word, 
ſhall never have it under my hand. 

Lady Freth. I vow Mellefont's a pretty gentleman, but 
methinks he wants a manner, 

s. A manner! what's that, Madam ? 

Lady Feth. Some diſtinguiſhing quality, as for example, 
the. bellair or brillant of Mr Briſk ; the ſolemnity, yet 
complaiſance of my Lord, or ſomething of bis own that 
ſhould look a little je ne ſcay quoy 3 he is too much a medi- 
ocrity, in my mind 

Cyn, He does not indeed affect dither pertneſs c or forma- 
lity, for which like him; here he comes. 

Lady Froth. And my Lord with him; pray obſerve the 
difference. © Py 75 


1e WE 
[Te them] Lord FROTH, MELLEFONT: and BRISK, 


. Impertinent creature! I could almoſt be angry with 
her now. 'TAfide. 
Lady Froth. My Lord, I have been telling Cynthia, how 
much 1 have been in love with you, I ſwear T have; I'm 
not aſham'd to own it now; Ah, it makes my heart leap, 
I'vow, I figh when I think on't; my dear Lord, ba, ha, 
Bi, do ad remember, my Lord ? | 
1 - T Squeezes him by the hand, looks tindly on 

Bim, ſighs, and then laughs out. 


' 
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Lord Froth. Pleaſant creature perfectly well, ah! that 
looks, ay, there it is; who could refiſt ! twas fo my heart 
was. made a captive, and ever ſince t has been 3 in love with 
happy flavery. 

Lady Frotb. O that tongue! that dear deceitful tongue! 
that charming ſoftneſs in your mein and your expreſſion ! 
and then your bow! Good my Lord, bow as you did when 
1.gave you my picture; here, ſappoſe this my picture 
[Gives him à pocket-glaſs,] Pray mind my Lord; ah, he 
bows. charmingly ; nay, my Lord, you ſhan't* kiſs it ſo 
much, I ſhall grow jealous, I vow now. 

[He bows profoundly low, then kiſſes the glaſs. 

Lord Frotb. 1 aw *ayſelf there, and kiſs'd it for your 
ſake. * 

Lady Froh. Ah, gallantry to the laſt degree Mr 
Briſk, you're a judge; was ever any thing ſo well bred as 
my Lord ? * 

Briſk, Never any thing but your N let me 
periſh. | 
Lady Froth. O prettily turn'd again; let me die but you 
have a great deal of wit: Mr Mellefont, * t you think 
Mr Briſk has a world of wit? 

Mel. O yes, Madam. 

Brist. O dear Madam 

Lady Froth. An infinite deal. 

Brisk. O Heavens, Madam 

Lady Frotb. More wit than any body. a 

Brit, I'm everlaſtingly your humble ſervant, deuce take 
me, Madam. 

Lord Frotb. Don't you think us a a happy couple? 

On. I vow, my Lord, I think you the happieſt couple 
in the world, for you're not only happy i in one another 
and when you are together, but happy in yourſelves, and 
by yourſelves. 

Lord Freib. J hope Mellefont will make a good IPL 
too. 

On. Tis my intereſt to believe he will, my Lord. 

L 3 
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Lord Freth. D'ye think he'll bee you! as well as do my 
wiſe? em afraid not. * . 

- Cyn. I believe he'll love me en " 

Lord Froth. ox agree that can never be; but why do 
you think ſo? v 4 

Cya. Becauſe ai has act fo much reaſon to — od of 
mit | 

Lord 'Froth: O your humble ſervant for mat; dear Ma- 
prey well, Mellefont, you'll be a happy creature. 

Mel. Ay; my Lord, I ſhall have the ſame reaſon for my 
happineſs that your Lordſhip has, I ſhall think myſelf 
happy. , 

Lord Froth: Ah, that's all. | 

Brist. To Lady Froth.] Your Ladyſhip's in the right; , 
but I'gad I'm wholly turn'd into ſatire. I confeſs T write 
but ſeldom, but when I do—keen jambies l' gad. But my 
Lord was telling me, your rere US WADE an Fanny 
toward an heroĩe poem. 

Lady Froth. Did my Lord tell you? yes, ' vow, and the 
ſubject is my Lord's love to me, And what do you think 
1 call it? I dare fear you won't bran Era rs Sillabub; 
Ba, be, ha. | 

Brist. Becauſe my Lord's title” s Froth, Pgad; ha, ha, 
ky deuce take me, very a propos and ſurpriſing; ha, ha, ha, 

Lady Froth. Be, ay, is it not and ien ! call wy- 
elf! as bolt 

Bu Lailla, may be—'gad I cannot tell. 
Lady Froth. Biddy, that's all; juſt my own TO 
Brisk. Biddy! I'gad very pretty—-deuce take me if your 
- Ladyſliip- has not the art of ſurpriſing the moſt naturally 
za the world erer you wil make me happy i in com- 
municating the poem. 

Lady Freth, O you muſt be NP, 1 muſt aſk 
your advice. 

Brist. I'm your humble Enns let me periſh———1 
er your Ladyſhip has read Boſſu : 
nee © SR and Patzer upon Ariſtotle 
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and Horace. My Lord, you muſt not be jealous, a 
communicating all to Mr Briſk. 

Lord Froth. No, no, U1k allow MriBride's webs you'no- 
thing about you to ſhew him, my dear ?- | 

Lady Froth. Yes, I believe I have——Mr Briſk, come, 
will you go into the next room, and there I'll ow you 
what I have. . 

Lord Nad. Pl walk a turn in the G ene and, come to 
you. a 


SAL 
MELLEFONT, CYNTHIA. 


Mal. You're thoughtful, Cynthia! Putt, | 
n. I'm, thinking. though marriage makes man and wiſe 
one fleſh, it leaves them ſtill two fools ; and they became 
more conſpicuous by ſetting off one another. | 

Mel. That's only when two fools meet, and = follies 
are oppos'd. 

yu. Nay, I have known to wits meet, and 1 the op- 
poſition of their wit, render themſelves as ridieulous as 
ſools. Tis an odd game . we're going to play at ; what 
think. you of drawing ſtakes, and, giving over in time ? 

- Mel, No, hang't, that's not endeavouring to win, becauſe 
it's pofſibie we may loſe; ſince we have KN and cut, 
let's e' en turn up trump now. 

Cyn, Then 1 find it's like cards, it eicher of us have a 
good hand it js an accident of Fortune. = 
| M el. No, marriage is rather like a game at banda: for- 
tune indeed makes the match, and the two neareſt) and 
ſometimes the two fartheſta re together ; but che made 


Re entirely vpon judgment. 0 —— 
till it is a game, and conſequently one of us maſt 
be a bit n e r EIT 


4 


Mel. Not at all; only a friendly trial of ſkill, and the 


winnings to be laid out in an entertainment. What's 
here, the muſic ! Oh, my Lord has promiſed the company 
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a new ſong, we'll get em to give it us by the way. C Mut. 


cians croſſing the ſtage.) Pray let us have the favour of you, 
to practiſe the ſong before the company hear it. 


e 
. . 8 G's Is 4 
Cynthia frowns u hene er I u ber, 
Ni ſhe's vext if I give over; 
Much ſve fears T ſhould undo her, Wy 
But much more to leſe her lovers 
Thus in doubting ſhe refuſes; 


And not winning, thus ſve loſes, 


\_ IT, 
Priythee, Cynthia, look behind you, 
Age and wrinkles will &ertake you, 
' Then, too late, deſire will find you, 
When the power muſt forſake you... 
Think, O thiak, „ the ſad condition, 
To be paſt, yet wiſh fruition. 


Mel, You Gall have my thanks below. 
| [To the 2 1 1 350 out, 


Ern IV. 


TTo them] Sir PAUL PLYANT, and Lady PLYANT. 


Sir Paul. Gadſbud ! I am provok'd into a fermentation, 
as my Lady Froth ſays; was ever the like read of in ſtory ? 

Lady Plyant. Sir Paul, have n let me I to 
rattle bim up. 

Sir Paul. Pray your Ladyſbip give me ae to be . 
ll rattle him up I warrant you, I'II firk him * a 
Certiorari. 

Lady Plyant. You firk bim l For firk him wylet; ; pray, 
Sir Paul, hold you contented. | 

Lu Bleſs me, what makes . Ar a in ſuch a an 
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Sir Patil. Hold yourſelf contented, my Lady Plyant—— 
] fird paſſion coming upon me by inflation, aud I cannot 


ſubmit as formerly, therefore give way. 
LadyPlyant. How now, will you be pleaſed to retire, and— 


Sir Paul. No, marry, will I not be pleaſed; I am pleaſed 


to be angry, that's my pleaſure at this time. 

Mel. What can this mean? 

Lady Phant. Gad's my life, the man's diſtracted, why 
how now, who are you? What am 1? Slidikins, can't I 
govern you? What did I marry you for? Am I not to be 
abſolute and uncontrolable ? Is it fit a woman of my ſpi- 
rit and conduct, ſhould be contradicted in a matter of this 
concern ? 

Sir Paul. It concerns me, and only me ;——Beſides, 
I'm not to be govern'd at all times. When I am in tran- 
quillity, my Lady Plyant ſhall command Sir Paul; but 
when I'm provok'd to fury, I cannot incorporate with pa- 
tience and reaſon, 


its foe, as the poet ſays. 
Lady Plant, He's hot-headed (till ! rris in vain to talk 


to you; but remember I have a curtain lecture for you, 
you diſobedient headſtrong brute. 

Sir Paul. No. Tis becauſe I won't be a brute, and have 
my head fortify'd, that I-am thus exaſperated But 
I will protect my honour, and yonder is the violator of 


my fame. 


/ 
Lady Plyant. 'Tis my honour that is concern d, and the 


violation was intended to me. Your honour! You have none 
but what is in my keeping, and I can diſpoſe of it when I 
pleaſe Therefore don't provoke me, 

Sir Paul. Hum, Gadſbud, ſhe ſays true Well, my 
Lady, march on, I will fight under you then: I am con- 


vinced, as far as paſſion will permit. 
[Lads Plyant and Sir Paul come up 10 Mellefont. 


Lady Phant. Inhuman and treacherous —— 


Sir Paul. Thou ſerpent and firſt tempter of — 


as ſoon may tigers match with 
tigers, lambs with lambs, and every creature . with 
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Cyn. Bleſs me! Sir; Madam; what mean you ? 

Sir Paul. Thy, Thy, come away Thy, touch him not; 
come hither, girl, go not near him, there's nothing but 
deceit about him; ſnakes are in his peruke, and the cro- 
codile of Nilus in his belly; he will eat thee up alive. 

Lady Plyant. Diſhonourable, impudent creature! 

Mel. For Heav'n's ſake, Madam, to whom do you di- 
rect this language ! 

Lady Plyant, Have I behav'd myſelf DO all the decorum 
and nicety befitting the perſon of Sir Paul's wife? Have I 
pteſerv'd my honour as it were in a ſnow-houſe for theſe 
three years paſt? Have I been white and OR even 
by Sir Paul himſelf ? 

Sir Paul. Nay, ſhe has been an invincible wife, even to 
me; that's the trath on't. 

Lady Plyant. Have I, I ay, oreſery'd oy, like a fair 
ſheet of paper, for you to make a blot upon !— _ 
— Sir Paul. And ſhe ſhall, make a ſimile with 570 woman 
in England. + + +, | 
 Md.Iamfo amaz'd, 1 . not e to „ | 

Sir Parl. Do you think my daughter, this pretty crea- 


ture; Gadſbud, ſhe's a wife for a cherubim! do you think 


her fit. ſor nathing but to be a ſtalking horſe to ſtand be- 


fore you, while you take aim at my wife; Gadſbud, 1 was 


never angry befare: in ws life, and I'll never he,appeas'd 
in. f {15 O0T31ETHAGT i 


Mel. Hell ken 3 this! is my aunt 3 ſuch ma- 


| lice can be engendered no where elſſe. lee 


Lady Phhant. Sir Paul, take Cynthia from his fight 3 leave 
me to ſtrike him with the remorſe of his intended crime. 
Cn. Pray, Sir, ae hear him; I dare Andes s inno- 
S ˖ 
Sir pan. en Why hark ve, come Naber Thy, 


| bark'ye, I had it from his aunt, my ſiſter Touchwood— 


Gadſbud, he does not care a farthing for any thing of thee, 


but thy portion: why, be's in love with my wife; he 


would have tantaliz'd thee, and, made a cuckold of thy 


poor father, —and that would certaiuly-bave broke my heart 
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I'm ſure if ever | ſhould have horns, they would kill 
me; they would never come kindly, 1 ſhould die of em, 
like a child that was cutting bis tceth——1 ſhould indeed, 
Thy, therefore come away; but Providence has pre- 
vented all, therefore come away, when LI bid you. 

u. I muſt obey: 


8 C E N * V. 
Lady PLYANT, MELLEFONT, 


Lady Plyant. O, ſuch a thing! the impiety of it ſtartles 
me—to wrong ſo good, ſo fair a creature, and one that 
loves you tenderly; *tis a barbarity of barbarities, and 
nothing could be guilty of it 
Mel. But the greateſt villain imagination can form. 1 
grant it; and next to the villainy of ſuch a fact is the vil- 


lainy of aſperſing me with the guilt.” How? which way 


was Ito wrong her? For yet I underſtand you not. 

Lady Plyant, Why, Gads my life, couſin Mellefont, you 
eannot be ſo peremptory as to deny it, when I tax you 
with it to your face; for, now dir Paul's gone, you are 
corum xobus. 

Mel. By Heav'n, I love her more thas life; or 

Lady P!yant; Fiddle, faddle, don't tell me of this and that, 
and ev'ry thing in the world, but give me mathemacular 
demonſtration, anſwer me directly — But I have not pa- 
tichce=—O! the impiety of it, as I was ſaying, and 
the unparallel'd wickedneſs! Merciful Father! how could 
you think to reverſe nature ſo, to make the rr the 
means of procuring the mother? 

Mel. The daughter to procure the mother! . 

Lady Plyant. Ay, for tho' | am not Cynthia's own mother, 
Tam her ITS wife; and that s Near nn to make it 
inceſt. 

Mel. Inceſt! 0 ny Pendle? and the devil ines 
junction! 1 * I ſſiae. 

Lady Phant. O refle& upon the n of that. and then 


the gullt of deceiving every body; marrying the daughter, 
* 2 : | I 


-— 
2 — — 7 


—— 
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only to make a euckold of the father; and then ſeducing 
me, debauching my purity, and perverting me from the road 
of virtue, in which I have trod thus long, and never made 
one trip, not one faux pas; O conſider it, what would you 
have to anſwer for, if. you ſhould provoke me to frailty! 
Alas! humanity is feeble, Heav'n knows! * feeble, 
and unable to ſupport itſelf. 

Mel. Where am I! Is it day? and am I awake? Ma- 
dam 

Lady Plyant. And nobody knows how circumſtances may 
happen together. To my thinking, now, I could reſiſt 
the ſtrongeſt temptation —— But yet | know, 'tis impoilible 
for me to know whether I could or not; there s no certain- 
| ty in the things of this life. 
| Mel. Madam, pray give me leave to aſk you © one que - 

ſtion.— 

Lady Plyant. O Lord, alk me the queſtion, l PH fwear or 
| refuſe it; I ſwear VII deny it therefore don't aſk me, 
| 


D 


nay, you ſhan't aſk me; 1 ſwear I'll deny it. O gemini, 
you have brought all the blood into my face; I warrant [ 
am as red as a Turky-cock; O fy, couſin Mellefont. 
Mel. Nay, Madam, hear me; Imean— 
Lady Plya:t. Hear you, no, no; I'll deny you firſt, and 
hear you afterward For one does not know how one's 
| mind-may change upon hearing Hearing is one of the 
| ſenſes, and all the ſenſes are fallible; I won't truſt my 
_ honour, I aſſure you, my honour is infallible and uncom- 
atable. | 
Mel. For Heaven's ſakes, Madam 
Lady Phant. O name it no more——Bleſs me, how can 
you talk of heay'n ! and have ſo much wickedneſs in your 
heart? May be you don't think it a fin.—--They fay ſome 
of you gentlemen don't think'it a ſin.— May be it is no 
fin to them that don't think it ſo; indeed, if I did not 
think it a ſin hut ſtill my honour, if it were no ſin 
But then, to marry my daughter, for the conveniency of 
frequent opportunities, IIl uever conſent to that; as ſurc 5 
as can be, I'll break the match, land 


© 


* 
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Mel. Death and amazement !-——— Madam, upon my 


© — 

Lady Phent. Nay, nay, riſe up, come you ſhall ſee my 
good nature. I know love is powerful, and no-body can 
belp his paſſon : tis agt your fault; nor I ſwear it is not 
mine — How can I help it, if I have charms? and how 
can you help it if you are made a captive? I ſwear it is 
pity it ſhould be a fault. But my honour, well, but 
your honour too but the fin well but the neceſſity 
— Q Lord, here's fome body coming, I dare not lay. 
Well, you muſt conſider of your crime; and ſtrive as much 
as can be agaiuſt it. ſtrive, be ſure gut don't be me- 
lancholic, don't deſpair, — But never thick that I'M 
grant you any thing; O Lord, no; — But be ſure you lay 
aßde all thoughts of the marriage: for tho' I know you 
don't love Cynthia, only as a blind to your paſſion for 
me; yet it will make me jealous.——O Lord, what did I 
ſay? Jealous! no, no, I can't be jealous, for I muſt not 
love you therefore don't hope. ut don't deſpair 
neither, 0, 5 coming, I muſt fly. 


SCE N B FVI. 


= 
/}MELLEFONT alone. 


Mel. [after a pauſe.] So then, —— ſpite of my care and 
foreſight, I am caught, caught in my ſecurity, vet 
this was but a ſhallow artifice, unworthy of my machiavi- 
lian aunt : there muſt be more behind, this is but the” 
firſt flaſh, the priming of her engine; deſtruction follows 


hard, if not mne 


" I 
[To km] MASKWELL. 


Mel. Maſkwell; welcome, thy preſence is a view of 
land,. appearing to my ſhipwreck'd hopes; the vitch has 
Vor. J. M 
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rais'd the ſtorm, and ber-miniſters have done their work; 
you ſee the veſſels are parted. 

Mask. I know it; I met Sir Paul taking away Cynthia : 
come, trouble not your head, I'll join you together ere 
to-morrow enn. or on uber "ou in the at- 
tempt. 

Mel. There's comfort in a hand ed out, to one 
that's ſinking, tho? ne er ſo far oſſ. 

Mask. No ſinking, nor no e Come, cheer 
up; why you don't know, that while I plead for you, 
your aunt has given me a retaining fee. Nay, I am 
your greateſt enemy, and Be does but Ct» el under 
me. 

Mel. Ha! How's this . 

Mask. What d'ye think of my being employ'd 'in the 
execution of all her plots ? Ha, ha, ha, by heav'n it's true; 
J have undertaken to break the match, I have undertaken 
to make your uncle difinherit you, to get you turn'd out 
of doors; and to Ha, ha, ha, I can't tell you for 
laughing. -Oh ſhe has open'd her heart to me. 
I am to turn you a grazing, and to——Ha, ha, ha, marry 
Cynthia myſelf; there's a plot for you. 

Mel. Ha! O.1I ſee, I fee my riſing ſun ! light breaks 
thro' clouds upon me, and I ſhall live in day O my 
Maſk well ! how ſhall I thank or praife thee : thou haſt out- 
witted woman,—But. tell me, how could'ſt thou thus get 
| into her confidence?———Ha! how ? But was it her con- 
trivance to perſuade my Lady Plyant to this — 
belief. 

Mask. It was, and to tell you the truth, Tencoursg U it 
Hin your diverſion: tho it made vou a little uneaſy for 


the preſent, yet the reflection of it muſt needs be enter - 


taining, ——1 warrant ſhe was very violent at firſt. 
Myl. Ha, ha; ha, ay, ay, a very fury; but I was moſt 
tra of her violence at laſt. If you had not come as 
you did, I don't know what ſhe might have attempted. 
Mask. Ha, ba, ha, I know her temper ——— Well, vou 
muſt know then, that all my contrivances were but bubbles 


a by, 
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till at laſt I pretended to have been long fecretly in love 
with Cynthia; that did my buſineſs; that convinced your 
aunt; 1 might be truſted; ſince it was as much my intereſt 
as hers to break the match : then, ſhe thought my jealouſy 
might qualify me to aſſiſt her in her revenge. And, in 
ſhort, in that belief, told me the ſecrets of her heart. At 
length we made this agreement, if I accomplith her deſigus 
(as I told you before) the has engag'd to put N with 
all her fortune into my power. 

Mel. She is moſt gracious in her favour— Well, and 


dear Jack, how haſt thou contrived ? 


Mask. I would not have you ſtay to hear it now; for 
I don't know but ſhe may come this way; I am to meet 
her anon; after that, I'll tell you the whole matter; be 
here in this gallery an hour hence, by that time I imagine 
our conſultation may be over. 

Mel. I will; *till chen ſucceſs attend thee. 


SCENE vin. 
MASKWELL alone, ” 


'Till then, ſucceſs will attend me; for when 1 meet 
you, I moet the only obſtacle to my fortune, Cynthia, 
let thy beauty gild my crimes ; and whatſoever I commit 
of treachery. or deceit, ſhall be imputed to me as a merit: 
—: Trcachery, what treachery? love cancells all the 
bonds of friendſhip, and ſets men right upon their urſt 
foundations. ' 

Duty to kings, piety to parents, gratitude to benefac- 
tors, and fidelity to friends, are different and particular 
ties: but the name of rival cuts em all aſunder, and is 
a general acquittauce Rival is equal, and love like 
death an univerſal leveller of mankind. Ha ! but ig there 
not ſuch a thing as honeſſy? Yes, and whoſoever has it 
about him bears an enemy in his breaſt: for your ho- 
neſt man, as I take it, is that nice, ſcrupulous conſcien- 
tious pcrion, who will cheat nobody but him{elf ; ſuch 
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another coxcorhb, 25 your wife man, whois too hard for 
all the world, and will be made a fool of by nobody, but 


- himſelf : ha, ha, ha: well, for wiſdom and hbneſty, give 


me cunning and hypocriſy ; oh, tis fuch,a pleaſure, to 
angle for fair-fac'd fools | Then that hungry gudgeon ere - 
dulity will bite at any thing Why, let me fee, I 
have the ſame face, the ſame words and accents, when 1 
ſpeak. what 1 do think, and when I ſpeak what I do not 
think——the very ſame— and dear diſſimulation is the 
only art, not to be known from nature. 

Why will mankind be fools, and be deceiv'd ? © 

And why are friends and lovers oaths believ'd ? 
When each, who ſeatthes ſtrictly his own mind, 
May ſo much fraud and power of baſeneſs find. 


ACT H. SCENE I. 


Lord TOUCEWOOD and Lady ro ven won. 


Lady Toucuwood. 


M Lord. can you blame my brother Plyant, if here- 


fuſes his daughter upon this provocation? the con- 
traQ's void by this unheard of impiety. 

Lord Touch. I don't believe it true; he has better prin- 
ciples—Pho, tis nonſenſe. Come, come, 1 know my Lady 
Plyant has a large eye; and wou'd center every thing in 
her own cirele; tis net the firſt time ſhe has miſtaken re- 
ſpe& for love, and made Sir Paul jealous of the civility of 
an undeſigning perſon, the better to beſpeak his ſecurity in 


her unfeigned pleaſures. Þ 
Lady Touch, You.cenſure hardly, „ my Lord; ny ger. 


honour is very well known. 
Lord Touch. Yes, I believe I know ſome that have been 


familiarly acquainted with it. This is a little trick wrought 
by ſome pitifut contriver, envious of my nephew's merit. 

Lady Touch.. Nay, My Lord, it may be fo, and I hope it 
will be found ſo: but that will require ſome time; for in 
ſuch a caſe as this, demonſtration i is neceſſary, 
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Lord Touch. There ſhould have been demonſtration ot 
the contrary too, before it had been believ d 

Lady Tauch. 80 1 ſuppoſe there was. 

Lord Touch. How ? where? when? 

Lady Tuch. That I can't tell; nay, I don't ar t there 
was—T am willing to believe as favourably of my nephew 
as I can. | | 

Lord Toth. 1 don't know that. [Half aſſbe. 

Lady Touch. How? don t you believe that, ſay you, my 
Lord ? 

Lord Touch; No, I don't ſay ſo—I confeſs I am troubled 
to find you ſo cold in his defence. 

Lady Touch. His defence! bleſs me, wou'd you have ! me 
defend an ill thing ? 

Lord Touch. You believe it then? 

Lady Touch, 1 don't know; I am very unwilling to ſpeak 
my thoughts in any thing that may be to my couſin's diſ- 
advantage; beſides, I find, my Lord, you are prepared to 
receive an ill impreſſion from any opinien of mine which 
is not conſenting with your own : but ſince J am like to 
be ſuſpected in the end, and 'tis a pain any longer to dif 
ſemble, Ion it to you; in ſhort, I do believe it, nay, 
and can believe any thing worſe, if it were laid to his 
charge Don't aſk my reaſons, my Lord, for they are we 
fit to be told you. 

Lord Touch. I'm amaz'd, here muſt be ſomething more 
than'ordigary in this, {Aſide.] Not fit to be told me, Ma- 
dam? You can have no intereſts wherein | am not con- 
ceru'd, and conſequently the fame reaſons ought to be con- 
vincinꝑ to me, which create your fatisfaQion or diſquiet. 

Lady 'Toxch. But thoſe which cauſe my diſquiet, I am 
willing to have remote from your hearing. Good, my 
Lord, don't preſs me. 

Lord Touch. Don't oblige me to preſs you. | 

Lady Touch. Whatever it was, *tis paſt; and that is 
better to be vyknown which cannot be prevented; chere · 
ſore let me beg you to reſt ſatisfied —— 

Lord Touch. When you have told me, I wii - -- 

M 3 
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Lady Touch. You won't. % tt 

Lord Touch. By my life, my dear, I will, 

Lady Touch. What if you can't ? 

Lord Tuch. How ? Then I muſt know, nay I — no 
more triflin g charge you tell me by all our mu- 
tual peace to come; upon your duty —— | | 

Lady Touch. Nay, my Lord, you need fay no more, to 
make me lay my heart before you : but don't be thus tran- 
ſported ; compoſe yourſelf : it is not of concern, to make 
you loſe one minute's temper. *Tis not indeed, my dear. 
Nay, by this kiſs you ſhan't be angry. O Lord, I wiſh I 
had not told you any thing. 
have frighted me. Nay, look pleas'd, I'll tell you. 

Lord Touch. Well, well. 

Lady Touch. Nay, _y will om” be calm ?——indeed 'tis 
nothing but 

Lord Touch. But * ? 

Lady Touch. But will you promiſe me not to be angry— 
Nay, you muſt.——Not to Be angry with Mellefont—— 
1 dare foear he's forry—and were it to do again, would 
not 

Lord Tauch. Sorry, for what ? oaths you rack me with 
delay. 

Lady Tauch. Nay, no _ matter, on online ell, I have 
your promiſe,—Pho, why nothing, only your nephew had 
a mind to amuſe himſelf ſometimes with a little gallantry 
towards me. Nay, I can't think he meant any lang le- 
riouſly, but methought it look'd oddly. 

Lord Touch. Confuſion and bell, what do I hear 

Lady Touch. Or; may be, he thought he was not enough 
a-kin to me, upon your account, and had a mind to create 
a nearer relation on his own; a lover, you know, my 
Lord—— Ha, ha, ha! Well, but that's all Now you 
have it; well, remember your promiſe, my LOG and don't 
take any notice of it to him. | 

I.erd Touch, No, no, no- Damnation! 

Lady Touch. Nay, I ſwear you muſt not—A little harm- 


leſs mirth—Only miſplac'd, that's all—But if it were mare, 


Indeed, my Lord, you 
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tis over now, and all's well. For my part, I have forgot 
it; and fo has he, I hope - for I have not heard _ thing 
from him theſe two days. 


Lord Touch. Theſe two days! Is it fo freſh ? Unnatural 
villain !! Death, I'll have him ſtripp'd and turn'd naked 


' out of my doors, this moment, and let him rot and _— 


inceſtuous brute ! 
Lady Touch. O for Heaven's ſake, my Lord, you'll ruin 


me if you take ſuch public notice of it, it will be a town» 


talk: conſider your own and my honour——nay, I told 
you, you would not be ſatisfied when you knew it. 
Lord Touch. Before I've done I will be ſatisfied. Un- 
grateful monſter, how long ? 
Lady Touch. Lord, I don't know ? I wiſh my lips bad 


grown together when I told you Almoſt a twelvemonth— 


Nay, 1 won't tell you any more, 'till you are yourſelf, 
Pray, my Lord, don't let the company ſee you in this 
diſorder— Yet, I confeſs I can't blame you; for | think 
I was never ſo ſurpriz'd in my life Who would bave 
thought my nephew could have ſo miſconſtrued my kind- 
neſs — But will you go into your cloſet, and recover your 


temper ? l'll make an excuſe of ſudden buſineſs to the 


company, and come to you. Pray, good dear my Lord, 
let me beg you do now : I'll come MAS IHE and tell 
you all; will you, my Eord ? 
Lord Touch. I will am mute with wonder. | 
Lady Touch. Well, but go now, here's ſomebody coming. 
Lord Tauch. Well, I go—You won't ſtay, tou 1 would 
hear more of this. 
Lady Touch. 1 follow inſtantly——So. 


8:--C: E N 8B II. 


Lady TOUCH WOOD, NASKWELL, 


Math. This was a maſter-piece, and did not need my 
help——tho' I ſtood ready for a cue to come in and con- 
fiem all, had there been occaſion. 

Lady Touch, Have you ſeen Mellefont ? 
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Mask. J have; and am to meet him here about thig 
time. ALES + | 

Lady Touch. How does he bear his diſappointment ? 

Mask. Secure in my aſſiſtance, he ſeem'd not much 
afflicted, but rather laugh'd at the ſhallow artifice, which 
ſo little time muſt of neceſſity diſcover. Yet he is ap- 
prehenſive of ſome faxzher deſign of yours, and has en- 
gaged me to watch you. I believe he will hardly be able 
to prevent your plot, yet I would have you uſe caution 
and expedition. 

Lady Touch. Expedition indeed; for all we do, muſt be 
perſorm'd in the remaining part of this evening, and before 
the company break up; leſt my Lord ſhould cool, and he 
haye an opportunity to talk with him 1 
Lord muſt not ſee him again. 

Mask. By no means; therefore you muſt aggravate my 
Lord's diſpleaſure to a degree that will admit of no confe- 
rence with him. — What think you of 3 me L 

Lady Touch. How ? 

Mast. To my Lord, as having been privy to Mclle- 


font's deſign upon you, but ſtill uſing my utmoſt endea- 


vours to diſſuade him, tho' my friendſhip and love to him 
has made me- conceal it; yet you may ſay, I threatened 
next time he attempted any thing of at Sn to diſco» 
ver it to my Lord. 190 14 
Lady Touch. To what end is this | — | 
Mask. It will confirm my Lord's opinion of my * 
and honeſty, and create in him a new confidence in me, 
which (ſhould this deſign miſcarry) will be neceſſary to the 
forming another plot that 1 have in my head To 
cheat you as well as the reſt. e bas [ 4% 
Lady Touch. VII do it — 1“ tell him you hindred him 
once from forcing me. 
Mask. Excellent! Your Ladythip has a moſt improving 
fancy. You had beſt go to my Lord, keep him as long 


as you can in bis cloſet, and I doubt not but you will 


mould him to what you plcac ; ; your gueſts are ſo engag: 
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ed in their own follies and intrigues, they'll miſs neither 
vf you. | 

Lady Toxch. When ſhall we meet !—At eight this even- 
ing in my chamber; there rejoice at out ſucceſs, aud toy 
away an hour in mirth. 

Mak. 1 will not fail. 6 


S8 O EN E II.. 
MASKWELL alone. 


E know what ſhe means by toying away an hour 
well enough. Pox, I have loſt all appetite to her; 
yet ſhe's a fine woman, and I lov'd her once. But I don't 
know, ſiuce 1 have been in a great meaſure kept by her, 
the caſe is alter d; what was my pleaſure is, become my 
duty: and I have as little ſtomach to her now as if I 
were her huſband. Should ſhe ſmoke my defign upon 
Cynthia, | were in a fine pickle. She has a damn'd pene- 
trating head, and knows bow to interpret a coldneſs the 
right way; therefore I muſt, diſſemble ardour and ecſtaſy, 
that's refolv'd : how cafily and pleaſantly is that diſſem- 
bled before fruition! Pox on't, that a man can't drink 
without quenching his thirſt. Ha! yonder comes Melle- 
font thoughtful. Let me think: meet her at cight—— 
hum——ha ! By heav'n | have it—if 1 can ſpeak to my 
Lord before—Was it my brain or providence ? No matter 
which I will deceive 'em all, and yet ſecure myſelf : : 
'twas a lucky thought! Well, this double-dealing is a 
jewel. Here he comes, now for me— 

{ Maſkwell pretending not to ſee bim, walks by bim, 

' and ſpeaks as it were to bim ſelf. 


r. him] MELLEFON T ufer. 


Mag. Mercy on us, what will the wickedneſs of this 
world come to ? 


— 2. 3 —— oo 
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Mel. How now, Jack } What, ſo full of am 


that you run over 

Mask. I'm glad vou 're come, for I could not contain 
myſel? any longer; and was juſt going to give vent to a 
ſecret which no- body but you ought to drink down. L— 
You're aunt's juſt gone from hence. 

Mel. And having truſted thee with the ſecrets of her 
= thou art villainouſly bent to diſcover em all to me, 

1 i 

Mast. I'm afraid my frailty leans that way—But I don't 
know whether 1 can in honour diſcover em all. 

Mel. All, all, man; what! you may in honour betray 
her as far as ſhe betrays herſelf. No tragical deſign upon 
my perſon, I hope. 

Mask. No, but it is a comical deſign upon mine. 

© Mel. What doſt thou mean ? 

Mask. Liſten and be dumb, we have been bargaining 
about the rate of your ruin— 

Mel. Like any two guardians to an orphan heireſs —— 
Well. 

Mask. And, whereas pleaſure. is generally paid with 
miſchief, what miſchief I do is to be paid with pleaſure. 

Mel So when you've ſwallow'd the potion you ſweeten 


your mouth with a plumb. - 


Maik. You are merry, Sir, but I ſhall probe your con- 
ſtitution. In ſhort, the price of your baniſhment is to be 
paid with the perſon of— 

Mel. Of Cynthia, and her fortune —— Why, you forget 
you told me this before. © 

Mask. No, no—$0 far you are right; and I am, as an 
earneſt of that bargain, to have full and free poſſeſnon of 
the perſon of your —aunt, 

Mel. Ha! Pho, you trifle. 

Mask. By this light, I'm ſerious; all raillery apart—1 
knew 'twould ſtun you: this evening at eight ſhe will re- 
ceive me in her bed-chamber, | 

Mel. Hell and the devil l is ſhe abandon'd of all grace ? 


<p the woman is poſſeſe d 
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ask. Well, will you'go in my ſicad ? 
Mel. By Heav'n into a hot furnace ſooner. 
Mat. No, you would not —— It would not be fo con- 

venient, as I can order matters. 

Mel. What d'ye mean? 
Mask. Mean? Not to diſappoint the lady I aſſure you 
—Ha, ha, ba, how gravely he looks Come, come, 
I won't perplex you. Tis the only thing that providence 
could have contrived to make me capable of ſerving you, 
either to my inclination or your own neceſſity. 

Mel. How, how, for Heav'n's ſake, dear Maskwell ? 

Mask. Why thus—— I'll go according to appointment; 
you ſhall have notice at the critical minute to come and 
ſurprize your aunt and me together; counterfeit a rage 
againſt me, and Vil make my eſcape through the private 
paſſage from her chamber, which I'll take care to leave 
open : twill be hard, if then you can't bring her to any 
conditions. For this diſcoverey will diſarm her of all de- 
fence, and leave her entirely at your mercy : nay, ſhe 
muſt ever after be in awe of you. 

Mel. L. et me adore thee, my better genius! by Heav'n 
I think it is not in the power of fate to diſappoint my 
hopes My hopes, my certainty! 

Mask. Well, YIl meet you here, within a quarter of 
eight, and give you notice. 
Mel. Good fortune ever go alone with thee, 


FT ST, 
MELEFONT, CARELESS. 


Care. Mellefont, get out o'th' way, my lady Plyant's 
coming, and [ ſhall never ſucceed while thou arf in fight 
—— Tho" ſhe begins to tack about; hut I made love a 
great while to no purpoſe, _. 
Mel. Why, what's the matter ? Sbe' s convinced that I 
don't care for her. 
ü Care. I can't get an anſwer from her, that does not 
begin with her honour, or her virtue, her religion, or 


- 


144 THE DOUBLE-DEALER' 


ſome ſuch cant. Then ſhe has told me the whole hiſto- 
2 of Sir Paul's nine years courtſhip; how he has lain 

For whole nights together upon the ſtairs, before hercham. 
ber-door; and that the firſt favour he receiv'd from her, 
was a piece of an old ſcarlet petticoat for a ſtomacher ; 
which ſince the day of his marriage he has, out of a piece 
of gallantry, converted into a night-cap, and wears 
it ſtill with much IP on his anniverſary wedding- 
might. 

Met. That 1 have ſeen, hh the ceremony there unto 
belonging-—-For on that night be creeps in at the bed's 
feet. like a gull'd baſſa that has marry'd a relation of the 
Grand Signior, and that night he has his arms at liberty, 
Did ſhe not tell you at what a diſtance ſhe keeps him? 
He has confeſs'd to me that but at ſome certain times, 
that is 1 ſuppoſe when ſhe apprehends being with child, 
he never has the privilege of uſing the familiarity of a huſ- 
band with a wife. He was once given to ſcrambling with 
his hands, and ſprawling i in his ſleep; and ever fince ſhe 
has him ſwaddled up in blankets, and his hands and fret 
#ſwath'd down, and ſo put to bed; and there he lyes with 
a great beard, like a Ruſſian, bear upon a drift of ſnow. 
You are very great with him, I wonder he never told you 
his grievances ; he will, I warrant you, 

Care. Exceſſively fooliſh — But that which gives me 
moſt hopes of her, is her telling me of the _y tempta- 
tions ſhe has reſiſted. 

Mel. Nay, then you have her; for a woman's brag- 
ging to a man that ſhe has overcome temptations, is an 

argument that they were weakly offer'd, and a challenge 
to him to engage her more irrefiſtably. Tis only an en- 
hancing the price of the commodity by telling you oy 
many cuſtomers have underbid her. 

Care. Nay, I don't deſpair—But ſtill ſhe has a grudg- 
ing to you - I talk'd to her t'other night at my Lord 
Froth's maſquerade, when I'm ſatisfy'd ſhe knew me, and 
I had no reaſon to complain of my reception; but I find 
— 2 8 0 
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women are not the ſame bare · fac d and in maſks,——and 


visor diſguiſeth their inelinations as much as their faces. 


Mel. Tis à miſtake, for women may moſt properly be 
ſaid to be unmaſk'd when they wear vizors; for that ſe - 
cures them from bluſhing,” and being out of countenance ; 
and next to being in the dark, or alone, they are moſt 
truly themſelves in a vizor maſk. Here they come, I'll 
leave you—Ply her clote, and by and by clap a billet-doux 
into her hand; for a woman never thinks a man truly in 
love with her, till he has been fool enough to think of 
ber out of bet 0. and to loic ſo much time as to write 
to her. 


TS 5 F.-Y VI, 
CARELESS, Sir PAUL and Lady PLYANT. 


Sir Paul. $han't we diſturb your meditation, Mr Care- 
leſs ? you wou'd be private? 

Care, You bring that along with you, Sir Paul, that hall 
be always welcome to my privacy. 

Sir Paul. O, ſweet Sir you load your humble ſervants, 
both me and my wife, with continual favours. 

Lady Pant Sir Paul, what a phraſe was there! You 
will be making anſwers, and taking that upon you, which 
ought to ly upon me: that you ſhould have ſo little breed» 
ing to think Mr Careleſs did not apply himſelf to me! Pray 
what have you to entertain any bedy's privacy? I ſwear 
and declare in the face of the world 'm I to bluſh for 
your ignorance. 

Sir Paul. I acquieſce, my Lady; but don't ſaub fo 
loud. | [ {fide te ber. 

Lady Plant. Mr Careleſs, if a perſon that is wholly il- 
literate might be ſuppoſed to be capable of being qualified 
to make a ſuitable return to thoſe obligations which you 
ate pleaſed to confer upon one that is wholly incapable of 
being qualify'd in all thoſe circumſtances, 1'm ſure, I ſhould 


rather attempt it than any thing in the world, [Cur///ies.] 
Vor. I. N 
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for I'm ſure there's nothing i in the world that I would ra. 
ther. [Curtfies.] But I know Mr Careleſs is ſo great a cri- 
tic and ſo fine a gentleman, that it is impoſſible for me— 

Care. O heav'ns ! Madam! you confound me. 

Sir Paul. Gadſbud, ſhe's a fine perſon. 

Lady Plant. O Lord, Sir, pardon me, we women have 
not thoſe advantages. I know my own imperfections —— 
But at the ſame time you muſt give me leave to declare in 
the face of the world, that no-body is more ſenſible of fa- 
vours and things; for, with the reſerve of my honour, I aſ- 
ſure you, Mr Careleſs, I don't know any thing in the world 
I would refuſe to a perſon ſo meritorious —— You'll _ 
don my want of expreſſion. 

Care, O your Ladyſhip is abounding i in all 88 
particularly that of phraſe. | 

Lady Plyant. You are ſv obliging, Sir. 

Care. Your Ladyſhip is ſo charming, 

Sir Paul. So, now, now ; now, my Lady, 

Lady Plyant. So well bred. 

Care. So ſurprizing. 

Lady Plyant. So well dreſs'd, ſo HO mien, ſo Ae went; 
ſo unaffected, ſo eaſy, ſo free, fo particular, ſo —_— 
Sir Paul. Ay, ſo, ſo, there. 

Care. O Lord, I beſeech you, Madam, 31 

Lady Pljazt. So gay, ſo graceful, ſo good teeth, ſo fine 
Mape, ſo fine limbs, ſo fine linen, and I don't doubt but 


you have a very good ſkin, Sir. 
Cre, For Heav'n's ſake, Madam Im quite out of 


countenance.. 
Sir Paul. And my Lady's: quite out of breath; or elſe 
you ſhould, 5 you may talk of my Lady 
Froth! 
Care. O, fy, fy, not to be named of a day dy Lady 
Froth is very well in her accompliſhments—— But it is 
when my Lady Plyant is not thought of — if that can 


ever be. 
Lady Plant. O you overcome me That is ſo exceſſive. 
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Sir Paul. Nay, I ſwear and vow that was pretty. 

Care. O Sir Paul, you are the happieſt man alive. Such 
a lady !- that is the cavy of her own ſex, and the admira- 
tion of ours. : 
- Sir Paul. Your humble ſervant. I am, I thank Heav'n, 
in a fine way of living, as I may ſay, peacefully and hap- 
pily, and I think need not envy any of my neighbours, 
bleſſed be Providence—Ay, truly, Mr Careleſs, my lady 
is a great bleſſing, a fine, diſcreet, well-ſpoken woman as 
you ſhall ſee if it becomes me to ſay ſo; and we 
live very comfortably together; ſhe is a little haſty 
ſometimes, and ſo am I; but mine's ſoon over, and then 
I'm fo forry——0O, Mr Careleſs, if it were not for one 


S @ E N EB VII. 
CARELESS, Sir PAUL, Lady PLYANT, BOY with @ letter. 


Lady Phant. How often have you been told of that t, you 
jackanapes ! 

Sir Paul. Gad fo, gad's-bud Tim, carty it to my 
Lady; you ſhould have carry'd it to my Lady firſt. 

Boy. "Tis directed to your Worſhip. 

Sir Paul. Well, well, my Lady reads all letters firſt—— 
Child, do ſo no more; d'ye hear, Tim 

Boy. No, and't pleaſe you. 


8 C EN RE VIII. 
CARELESS, Sir PAUL, Lay PLYANT, 


Sir Paul. A humour of my wife's ; you know women 
have little fancies——But as I was telling you, Mr Carc- 
leſs, if it were not for one thing, I ſhould think myſelf 
the happicſt man in the world; indeed that touches me 
near, very near. 

Care. What can that be, Sir Paul ? 


Sir Paul. Why, I have, I 2 7 Heav'n, a pretty plenti- 
< = . 


148 THE DOUBLE-DEALER, 
ful fortune; a good eſtate in the country, ſome houſes in 
town, and fome money, a pretty tolerable perſonal eſtate ; 
and it is a great grief to me, indeed it is, though I ſay it, 
bleſſed be Providence, I may ſay; for indeed, Mr Careleſs, 
I am mightily beholden to Providence——A poor un wor- 
thy finner———But if 1 had a ſon, ah, that's my afflic- 
tion, and my only affliction; indeed I cannot refrain tears 
when it comes in my mind. | {Cries. 

Care. Why, methinks that might be eaſily remedied 
my Lady is a fine likely woman 

Sir Paul. Oh, a fine likely woman as you ſhall ſee in a 
ſummer's day Indeed the is, * Carcleſs, in all re- 
ſpects. 

Care. And I ſhould not have taken you to have been ſo 
old 

Sir Paul. Alas, that's not it, Mr Queleſs; ah! that's 
not it; no, no, you ſhoot wide of the mark a mile; in- 
deed you do, that's not it, Mr. Careleſs; no, ns, that's 
not it. 

Care. No! what can be the matter then ? 

Sir” Paul. You'll ſcarcely believe me, when I ſhall tell 
you—my Lady is ſo nice "Tis very ſtrange, but tis 
true : too true ſhe's ſo very nice, that I don't believe 
Me would touch a man for the world At leaſt not 
above once a- year; I'm ſure Pve found it ſo; and alas, 
what's once a-year to an old man, who would do good in 
his generation? Indeed 'tis true, Mr Careleſs, it breaks 
my heart I am her huſband, as I may ſay; though 
far unworthy of that honour, yet I am her buſband but 
alas-a-day, I have no more familiarity with her perſon 
Aas to that matter than with my own mother —— 
no indeed. 5 

Care. Alas - a-day, this is a lamentable ſtory ; my Lady 

"muſt be told on't ; ſhe muſt i faith, Sir Paul; tis an inju- 
ry to the world. i 

Sir Paul. Ay! would to Heaven you would, Mr Carc- 

leſs: you are mightily in her favour, 


CY 
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Care. deere d what, we muſt have a fon ſome 
way or other. 

Sir Paul. Indeed, I ſhould be mightily bound to you, if 
you could bring it about, Mr Careleſs. 5 
Lady Phant. Here, Sir Paul, tis from your ſteward, 
here's a return of fix hundred pounds ; you may take fifty 
of it for the next half year. | Gives him the letter. 


„ 70:8 6 
[To them] Lord FROTH, CYNTHIA. 


Sir Paul. How does my girl? come hither to thy father, 
poor lamb, thou'rt melancholic. 

Lord Froth. Heav'as, Sir Paul, you amaze me of all 
things in the world You are never pleas d but whep we 
are all upon the broad grin; all laugh and no company 3 ; 
ah, then tis ſuch a ſight to ſee ſome teeth——Sure, you're 
a great admirer of my Lady Whifler, Mr Sneer, and Sir 
Laurence Loud, and that gang. 

Sir Paul. I vow and ſwear ſhe's a very merry woman, 
bur I think ſhe laughs a little too much. 

Lord Froth, Merry! O Lord, what a character that is 
of a woman of quality You have been at my Lady 
Whifler's upon her day, Madam? 

n. Yes, my Lord—1 muſt humour this fool. [A4ſ/ide. 

Lord Freth. Well, and how? hee! What is your ſenſe 
of the converſation ? | 

Cyn. O moſt ridiculous, a 8 . of laughing 
without any harmony; for ſure, my Lord, to laugh out of 
time, is as diſagreeable as to ſing out of time or out of 
tune. 

Lord Froth. Hee, hee, hee, right; and then, my Lady 
Whifler is ſo ready—-—ſhe always comes in three bars too 
ſoon—And then, what do they laugh at ? For you know 
laughing without a jeſt is as impertinent; hee! as, as— 

Cyn, As dancing without a fiddle. 

Lord #r:th Juſt, i'faith; that was at my tongue's end. 


Cn. But * cannot be properly ſaid of them, for I 


= 
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think they are all in good nature with the world, and only 
laugh at one another; and you muſt allow they have all 
jeſts in their perſons, ee e ee none in their con- 
verſation.- 

Lord Froth. True, as I'm a —_ of honour —— For 
Heaven's * let us ſacrifice em to mirth a little. 

[Enter Boy, and whiſpers Sir Paul. 

F Sir Poul. Gads b—— Wie, wife, my Lady Plyant, I 
have a word. 

Lady Plant. I'm buſy, Sir Paul, I wonder at your im- 
pertinence 
Care. Sir Paul, harkye, I'm reaſoning the matter you 
know; Madam—if your Ladythip pleafe, we'lt diſcourſe 
of this in the next room. 

Sir Paul. O ho, I with you good fiiceeſs, I wiſh you good 
ſucceſs, Boy, tell my Lady, when ſhe has done, I would 
ſpeak. with her below. ; 


8.C.3&-0:.3: IX; 
CYNTHIA, Lord FRO TH, Lady FROTH, BRIS k. 


Lady Froth. Then you think that epifode between Suſan, 

. the dairy-maid, and our coachman, is not amiſs; you 
knew I may ſuppoſe the dairy in town, as well as in the 
country. 

Brist. . let me periſh—But then being an 
heroic poem, had not you better call him a charioteer ? 
charioteer ſounds great; befides, your Ladyſhip's coach- 
man. baving a red face, and you comparing him to the ſun; 
and you know the ſun is call'd Heaven's charioteer. . 

. LadyFroth. Oh, infinitely better; I am extremely be- 
holden to you for the hint; ſtay, we'll read over thoſe 
half a ſcore lines again. [Pulls out a paper.] Let me ſec 
here, you know what goes before the compariſon, 
you know. {Reads.] 


For as the hs ſhines eV ry day, 
| Sv of our Coachman I may ſay. 


a” 
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Brist. I'm afraid that famile won't do in wet weather 
— — Becauſe you ſay the ſun ſhines ev'ry day. 

Lord froth. No, for the ſun\it won't, but it will do for 
the 'coachman, for you know there's moſt occaſion for a 
coach in wet weather 

Brist. Right, right; that ſaves all. 

Lord Froth. Then I don't ſay the ſun ſhines all the day, 
but that he peeps now and then; yet he does ſhine all * 
day too, you know, tho' we don't ſee him. 

Brisk, Right, but the vulgar will never comprehend 
that. 

Lord Frotb. Well, you ſhall bear let me ſee, 
Reads] For as the fun ſpines ev'ry dy, ; 

So, of our coachman I may ſay, 4 
He ſyc tus his drunken fiery face, 
Juſt as the ſun dees more or leſs. 


Brist. That's right, all's well, all's well. More or leſs 
Lord Frotb. [Reads] And when at night his labour's done, 
Then too, like heaven's chariateer the ſun : 


Ay, Charioteer does better. 
Tuto the dairy be deſcends, 
And there his whipping and bis d1iving ends ; 
There he's ſecure from danger of a bill, 
7 His fare is paid bim, and be fets in milk. 
For Suſan, you know, is Thetis, and fo ——— 


Brist. Incomparably well and proper, I'gad—But I have 


one exception to make—Don't you think bit {I know tis 


good rhyme) but don't you think bilk and fare too like a 


hackney-coachman ? . 


Lord Froth, 1 ſwear and vow I'm afraid ſo— And yet 


our Jehu was a hackney-coachman, when my Lord took 
him. 

Brist. Was he ? Fm anſwer'd, if Jehu was a hackney- 
| coachman—— You may put that in the marginal notes 
tho”, to prevent criticiſm Only mark it with a ſmall 
aſteriſm, and ſay, Jchu was formerly a hackney- 
coachman „ Ta : wy 
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Lady Fretb. I will: vou d oblige me extremely to write 


notes to the whole poem. | 
Briab. With all my heart and ſoul, and. proud of the 


yaſt honour, let me periſh. 


Lord Froth. Hee, hee, hee, my FREY have you done TE | 


won't you join with us? we were laughing at my Lady 
Whifler, and Mr Sneer. 

Lady Froth. ——Ay my dear Were you? © filthy 
Mr Sneer; ; he's a nauſeous figure, a moſt fulſamic fop, foh 
— He ſpent two days together in going about 


"PITS 


Covent-Garden, to ſuit the lining of his coach with his 
complexion, . 

Lord Froth. O filly! yet his aunt is as fond of bim, as 
if ſhe*had brought the ape into the world herſelf. 

Brist. Who, my Lady Toothleſs? O, ſhe's a mortify- 
ing ſpectacle; ſhe's always chewing the cud like an old 
ewe. | 
Gyn, Fy, Mr Briſk ! Eringos for her'cough. . 

Lady Froth. I have ſeen her take em half chew'd out of 
her mouth, to laugh, and then put thee i in again— Foh. 

Lord Froth. Foh. | 

Lady Noth. Then ſhe's always ready to laugh when 
Sneer offers. to [ſpeak—and fits in expectation of his no 
jeſt, with her gums bare, and her mouth open 

Brisk. Like an oiſter at low ebb, I'gad—Ha, ha, ha. 

Gu. aſide.] Well, find there are no fools ſo inconfidere 


able in themſelves, but they can render other people con- 


temptible by expoſing their infirmities. 

, Lady Froth. Then that t'other great ſtrapping lady—I 
can't hit of her name; the old fat fool that paints ſo czor- 
bitantly. = 5 

Brisk. I know whom you mean——— But deuce take me 
1 can't hit of her name neither Paints, d'ye ſay ? 
Why the lays it on with a trowel—— Then ſhe Ty a great 
beard that briſtles thro' it, and makes her look as if ſhe 

e plaiſter'd with lime and hair, let me periſh. 
Lady Froth. Oh you made a ſong upon her, Mr Briſk, 
Brist. He ? ezad, ſo 1 did—My Lord can fing it. , 


_— — ͤ — 
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cya. O good my Lord let's hear it. 
Brist. Tis not.a ſong acitber ———Tis a ſort of an epi- 


gram, or rather an epigrammatic ſonnet; I don't know 
what to call ity but tis ſatire - ding it, my Lord 
Lord Froth ſings. 
Ancient Phillis bas young graces, 
*Tis a firange thing, but a true one ; 

Shall I tell you how ? 
She ber ſelf makes ber own faces, 
And each morning wears a new one ; 

| Where's the wonder now ? 


Brisk. Short, but there's ſalt in't; my way of met. 
* 182d. 
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[To them] FOOTMAN, 


Lady Frotb. How now ? 

Foot. Your Ladyihip's chair is come. 

Lady Frotb. Is nurſe and the child in it? 

Foot. Yes, Madam. | 1 

Lady Froth. O the dear creature | let's go ſee it. 

Lord Froth. I ſwear, my dear, you'll ipoil, that child, 
with ſending it to and again ſo often: this is the ſexenth 
time the chair has gone for her to-day. 

Lady Frotb. O-law, I ſwear tis but the Ab dnt I 
han't ſeen her theſe two hours The poor dear creature 
——] ſwear, my Lord, you don't love poor little Sapho 
Come, my dear Cynthia, Mr Briſk, we U go ſee Sapho, 
tho' my Lord won't. 

n. I'll wait upon your Ladyſhip. | ; 
Brist. Pray, Madam, how old is Lady Sapho ? 

Lady Froth. Three quarters, but I ſwear ſhe has a world 
of wit, and can fing a tune already. My Lord, won't 
you go? Won't you? What, not to ſee Saph? Pray, ws 
Lord, come fee little Saph. I knew you cou'd not ſtay. 
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5 U CO RARER u. 
W. er | CYNTHIA ag? 


On. Tis not ſo Hard to counterfeit joy in the depth of 
affliction, as to diſſemble mirth in the company of fools— 
Why ſhould I call them fools ? the world thinks better of 
'em; for theſe have quality and education, wit and fine 
converſation, are receiv'd and admir'd by the world 
If not, they like and admire themſelves ————And why 
is not that true wiſdom, for 'tis happineſs ? and for ought 
I know, we have miſapply'd the name all this while, and 
miſtaken the thing : ſince 


*1f happineſs in ſelf-content is plac'd, 
The wiſe are wretched, and fools are only bleſe'd. 


iert 


* MELLETONT and CYNTHIA.- 
* _ .CyxnTHIA. 

]* EAR D him loud as I came by the cloſet-door, and 
my Lady with him, but ſhe ſeem' d to moderate his 
« » 

Mel. Ay, hell thank her, as gentle breezes moderate 
a fire: but I ſhall counter work her ſpells, and ride the 
witch in her own bridle. 
cn. Tis impoſſible; ſhe'll caſt beyond you 3 
* my life it will never come to be a match. 

Mel. What? | 

Cn. Between you and me. 

Mel. Why ſo? | | 8 

Cyn. My mind gives me it won't becauſe we are 
both willing; we each of us ſtrivc to reach the goal, and 
hinder one another in the race; I ſwear it never does well 
when the parties are ſo agreed For when people walk 


band in band, there's neither overtaking nor meeting: we 
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hunt in couples, where we both purſue the ſame game, 


but forget one another; and 'tis becauſe we are ſo near 
that we don't think of coming together, 

Mel. Hum, gad I believe there's ſomething in't 
marriage is the game that we hunt, and while we think 
that we only have it in view, I don't ſee but we have i it in 
our power. 

Cyn. Within reach ; for example, give me your hand ; 
you have look'd through the wrong end of the perſpective 
all this while; for nothing has been between us but our 


fears. 


Mel. I don't know why we ſhould not ſteal out of the 


| houſe this very moment and marry one another, without 
conſideration, or the fear of repentance. Pox o' fortune, 
portion, ſettlements, and jointures. 

Cyn. Ay, ay, what have we to do * em? you know 
we marry for love. 

M.. Love, love, downright very villainous love. 

Cyn. And he that can't live upon love, deſerves to die 
in a ditch, Here then, 1 give you my promiſe, in ſpite of 
duty, any temptation of wealth, your inconſtancy, or my 
own inclination to change——, 

Mel. To run moſt wilfully and unreaſonably * with 
me this moment, and be married. 

n. Hold never to marry any body elſe. 

Mel. That's but a kind of negative conſent Why, 
you won't baulk the frolic ? 

n. If you had not been fo aſſured of your own conduct 
I would not—But *tis but reaſonable that once | con- 
ſent to like a man without the vile conſideration of money, 
he ſhould give me a very evident demonſtration of his wit; 
therefore let me ſee you undermine my Lady Touchwood 
as you boaſted, and force her to give her conſent, and 
then | 

Mel. Inn do't. 

On. And 'N do't. 

Mel. The very next epſuing hoar of OY o'clock, i is, 
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laſt minute of bo reign, eng arm devil aſt her in propria 
%% 

2 Well, 'X the devil ſhould aſſiſt ber, and N plot 
miſcarry. y 
-- Mel. Avian ds trod thee? 8 

; Cyn, Why, if you give me very clear demonſtration that 

fit was the devil, I'll allow for irrefiſtible odds. But if I 

find it to be only chance, or deſtiny, or unlucky ſtars, or 

any thing but the very devil, 'm inexorable; only ſtill I'll 

keep my word and live a maid for your ſake. 

Mel. And mou won t die one for * own; ſo ſtill 
_ there's hope. . 
 Cyn. Here's my nite and your friend | Careleſs 
I would not have them fee us together yet. 
= $4 


RO e 73 ig is & US; 
CARELESS and Lady PLYANT. 


Lady Phont. I fear, Mr Careleſs, you are very alluring, 
and ſay ſo many fine things, and nothing is ſo moving to 
me as a fine thing Well, I muſt do you this juſtice, and 
declare in the face of the world, never any body gain d fo 
far upon me as yourſelf; with bluſhes I muſt own it, you 
have ſhaken, as I may fay, the very foundation of my 


——ů— — . Oo OR Gy —r—_ eo WC OO * 
* * 


honour— · well, ſure if I eſcape your impoxtunities, I ſhall 
value myſelf as long as I live, ] A 1 
Care. And deſpiſe me. |  [Sigting, f 


Lady Phant. The laſt of any in he world. by my purity; 
now you 1 make me ſwear— O gratitude forbid, that I ſhould | 


: ever be wanting in a reſpectful acknowlegement of an en- 1 
tire reſignation of all my beſt wiſhes, for the perſon and 
7s rts of ſo accompliſhed a perſon, whoſe merit challenges 85 
— more, I'm fure, than my illiterate praiſes can de- ; 
ſcription—— _ , 
Care. In a whining ime.) Ah, 1 Madam, you ruin * 


me with kindneſs; your charming tongue purſues the vic- 
tory of your eyes, while at your feet your poor adorer dics, 
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Lady Phant. Ah! very fine. 

Care. ftill whining.) Ak, why are you ſo fair, ſo bewitch- 
ing fair? O let me grow to the ground here, and feaſt 
upon that hand; O let me preſs it to my heart, my trem- 
bling heart; the nimble ngovement ſhall inſtruct your pulſe, 
and teach it to alarm deſire. Zoons, I'm almoſt-at the 
end of my cant if ſhe does not yield quickly. [Afite. 

Lady Plyant. O that's fo paſſionate and fine, I cannot 
hear it—T am not ſafe if I ftay, and muſt leave you. | 

Care. And muſt you leave me! Rather let me languiſh 


out a wretched life, and breathe my ſoul beneath your 


feet Il muſt ſay the ſame thing over again, and can't 
help it. [ Afice, 


Lady Plyant. 1 ſwear Pm ready to languiſh too 0 


my honour ! whither is it going ? I proteſt you have given 
me the palpiration of the heart. 

Care. Can you be ſo cruel ?!—— 

Lady Plyant. O riſe | beſeech you, ſay no more till you 
riſe—— Why did you kneel fo long? I ſwear I was fo tran- 
Tported, I did not ſee it.— Well, to ſhew you how far you 
have gain'd upon me, I affure you if Sir Paul ſhould die, 
of all mankind there's none I'd ſooner make 1 ſecond 
choice. 

Care. O Heav'n! I can't outlive this night Inbout your 
favour—-I feel my ſpirits ſaint, a general dampneſs over- 
„ ſpreads my face, a cold deadly dew already vents through 
all my pores, ' and will to-morrow waſh me for ever from 
your fight, and drown me in my tomb. 

Lady Plyart, O you have conquer'd, ſweet, melting, mo- 
ving Sir, you have conquer'd What heart of marble 
can refrain to weep, and yield to ſuch ſad ſayings [ Cries, 

Cire. 1 thank Heaven they are the ſaddeſt that I ever 
. faid—Oh !——1 ſhall never contain laughter. [ Aide. 

Lady Plyant. Oh, I yield myſelf all up to your uncon- 
trollable embraces——5Say, thou near-dying man, when, 
where and how——Ah, there's Sir Paul. 

Vor.l, "I" 
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Care. Slife, yonder's Sir Paul; but if he were not come, 
I'm ſo tranſported, 15 cannot ſpcak——This note will in- 
form you. © | a [Gives her o uote, 


S8 CE N E III. | 
Lady PLYANT, Sir PAUL, CYNTHIA, 


Sir Puul. Thou art my tender lambkin, and ſhalt do 
what thou wilt But endeavour to forget this Mellefont. 
n I would obey you to my power, Sir; but if ] have 
not him, I have ſworn never to marry. - 

Sir Paul. Never to marry | Heavens forbid ; muſt I 
neifher have ſons nor grandſons ? muſt the family of the 
Plyants be utterly extinct for want of iſſue male? Oh, im- 
piety! But did you ſwear, did that ſweet creature ſwear ? 
ha! how durſt you ſwear without my conſent; ah, gad- 
ſbud, who am |? 


Cn. Pray, don't be angry, Sir : when 1 ſwore 1 bad your 


conſent; and. therefore. I ſworc. 

Sir Paul. Why then, the revoking my conſent does an- 
nul, or make of non · effect your oath ; ſo you may un- 
ſwear it again—the law will allow it. | 

Cyn. Ay, but my conſcience never will. 

Sir Pan. Gadſbud, no matter for that, conſoience and 
law never go together, you muſt not expect that. 3 

Lady Phant. Ay, but Sir Paul, I conceive if ſhe has 
groen, d'ye mark me, if ſhe has ance ſwarp, it is moſt un- 
chriſtian, inhuman, and obſcene that ſhe ſhovld break it. 
I'll make up the match in, becauſe Mr Careleſs ſaid it 
would oblige him. 4 1 [Afide. 
Sir Paul. Does your Ladyſhip conceive ſo ?-—Why,I 

Was of that opinion once 100-—Nay, af your, Ladyſhip 
conceive fo, I'm. of that opinion again; but I can; neither 
find my Lord nor my Lady, to know what they intend. 

Lady Plant. I'm ſatisfied that my couſin n has 

n much wrong d. 

Cyn. aſide] I'm amaz'd to, find her of our _ for * 

ſure ſhe lov'd him. 


ec 
th 
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Lady Phant. I know my Lady Touchwood has no kind- 
neſs for him; and beſides I have been informed by Mr 
Carcleſs, that Mellefont had never any thing more than a 
profound reſpect That he has own'd himſelf to be my 
admjrer, tis true, but he was never fo preſumptuous to 
entertain any diſhonourable notions of things ; ſo that if 
this be made plain——1 don't ſee how my daughter can in 
_ conſcience or honour; or any thing in the world 

Sir Paul. Indeed if this be made plain, as my Lady your 
mother ſays, child 

Lady Plyant. Plain! 1 was informed- of it by Mr Care- 
leſs—And l aſſure you; Mr Careleſs is a perſfon—that has 
a moſt extraordinary reſpect and honour for you, Sir Paul, 


Gyn. afide.} And for your Ladyſhip too, I believe, or 


elſe you had not chang'd hides ſo ſoon; now I begin to 
fiad it. 

Sir Paul. I am much obliged to Mr Careleſs really, he 
is a perſon that I have a great value for, not only for 
that, but becauſe he has a ook veneration for your Lady- 
chip. ; 

Lady Phent. O law, no indeed, Sir Paul; tis upon your 
account. - 

Sir Paul. No, I proteſt and vow, I have no title to his 
eſteem, but in having the honour to appertain. in ſore 
meaſure ts your Ladyſhip, that's all. 

Lady Pljant. O law now, 1 ſwear and declare, it ſhan't 
be ſo; you're too modeſt, Sir Paul. 

Sir Paul. It becomes me, when there i is any 3 
made between 

Lady Phant. O fy, fy, Sir Paul, you'll put me out of 
countenance — your very obedient and affectionaic wife; 
that's all —— aud highly honour d in that title. 

bir Paul Gadſbud, I'm tranſported! Give me leave to 
kiſs your Ladyſhip's hand. 

n. That my poor father ſhould be ſo very filly! 
[ Aſide. 

Lady Phant. My lip, indeed, Sir Paul, I ſwear you ſhall. 

[ He tiffes ber, and bows very low. 
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Sir Paul. I humbly thank your Ladyſhip—I don't know 
whether I fly on ground, or walk in air——Gadſbud, ſhe 
was never thus before Well, 1 muſt own myſelf the moſt 
beholden to Mr Careleſs—As ſure as can be this is all his 
doing—ſomething that he has ſaid well, tis a rare thing 
Well, your Ladyſhip is of 
opinion that the match may go forward ? 

Lady Phant. By all WW Mr Careleſs has fatisfied 
me of the matter. 

Sir Pau}, Well, why then, Par you may keep youy 
oath, but have a care of making raſh vows; come hither 
to me, and kiſs Papa 

Lady Plyant. I fear and declare, I'm. in ſuch a twittes 
to read Mr Careleſs's letter, that I can't forbear any long- 
er—— But though I may read all letters firſt by preroga- 
tive, yet I'll be ſure to be unſuſpected this time——Sir 
Paul. 

Sir Paul. Did your Ladyſhip call? 

Lady Phant. Nay, not to interrupt you, my dear —only 


lend me your letter, which you had from your ſteward to- 
day; T would look upon the account again, and* may be 


increaſe your allowance. * 
Sir Paul. There it is, : do you want a pen and 
ink? [ Bows and gi ves the letter. 


Lady Phant. No, no, nothing elſe, I thank you, Sir 
Paul——30 now I can read my own letter under the cover 
of his. | [ Aſide. 

Sir Paul. He? and wilt thou bring a grandſon at nine 
months end, he ?—a brave chopping boy? I'll ſettle a 
thouſand pound a- year upon the rogue, as ſoon as ever 
he looks me in the face; I will, gadſbud. I'm overjoy'd 
to think { have any of my family that will bring children 


into the world. For I would fain have ſome reſemblance. 


of myſelf in my poſterity, hey, Thy ? Can't you contrive 
that affair, girl? Do, Gadſbud, think” on thy old father, 
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"Ont. Tm glad to ſee you ſo merry, Sir. a 

Sir Paul. Merry, gads-bud i'm: ſerious, I'll give thee five 
bundred pound for every inch of himthat reſembles me; ah 
this eye, this left eye! A thoufand pound for this left eye. 
This has done execution in its time, girl; why thou baſt 
my leer, huſſy, juſt thy father's leer Let it be tran 
mitted to the young rogue by the help of imagination; 
why *tis the mark of our family, I hy; our houſe is di- 


ſtinguiſh'd by a languiſhing eye, as the houſe of Auſtria » 


by u thick lip.——Ah! when I was of your age, huſſy, I 
would have held fifty to one, I could have drawn my own 
picture—Gads-bud 1 could have done — not ſo much as 
you neither, —but—nay, don't bluſh— 

Cynt. I don't bluſh, * for I vow 1 don't under- 
ſand—— 

Sir Paul. Pſhaw, Pſhaw, you fib, you bageage, you do 
underſtand, and you ſhall uaderſtand ; come, don't be fo 
nice, gads-bud don't learn after your mother-in-law my 


Lady here: marry, Heav'n forbid that you ſhould follow 


her example, that would ſpoil all indeed. Blefs us, if you 
ſhould take a vagarie and make a rafſh refolution on your 
wedding night, to die a maid, as ſhe did; all were ruin'd, 


all my hopes ſoſt My heart would break, and my eſtate 


would be leſt to the wide world, he? I hope you are a 
better Chriſtian than to think of "ray 4 nun; he? 
Anſwer me. 

nt. I'm all obedience, Sir, to your commands, 

Lady Phant. baving read the letter.] O dear Mr Careleſs, 
I fwear he writes charmingly, and he looks charmingly, 
and he has charm'd me, as much as I have charm'd him; 

and fo V1" tell him in the wardrobe when tis dark; 0 
erimine! 1 hope Sir Paul has not ſeen both letters. [Puts 
the lelter baftily up, and gives bim her c.] Sir Paul, here's 


your letter, to-morrow morning I'll ſettle accounts to your 


advantage. 


— 
- 
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tunity to practiſe. 
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Wares rs 
| [To them} BRISK, | 
Brick. Sir Paul, gads-bud you're an uncivil perſon, let 


me tell you, and all ** and I did not think it * 
been in you. 


Sir Paul. O law, what's the matter now ? I hope you 
are not angry, Mr Briſk. | 

Brist Deuce take me, I believe you intend to marry 
your daughter yourſelf; you'ft always brooding over her 
like an old hen, as if ſhe were not well hatch'd, I'gad, he? 

Sir Paul. Good ſtrange! Mr Briſk is ſuch a metry fa- 
eetious perſon, he, he, he. No, no, I have done with 
her, | have done with her now. 

Brist. The fiddlers have ſtay'd this hour i in the hall, 
and my Lord Froth wants a partner, we can never begin 
without her. 

Sir Paul. Go, go, child, go, get you gone and dance 
and be merry, I'll come and look at you by e _0f 
Where's my ſon Mellefont? 

Lady Plvant. I'll ſend him to them, I know where he i6— 
Brick. Sir Paul, will you ſend Careleſs into the hall if 


you meet him? 


Sir Paul. I will, I will, I'll go and look for him en 
purpoſe... 


SCENE VF. 


BRISK alone. 


So now they are all gone, and I have an oppor- 
Ah! my dear Lady Froth! 
She's a moſt engaging creature, if ſhe were not ſo fond of 


that damn'd coxcombly lord of hers ; and yet I am fore- 


ed to allow him wit too, to keep in with him—— No mat- 
ter, ſhe's a woman of parts, and T'gad parts will carry 
her. She ſaid ſhe would follow me into d the n 
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Now to make my approaches—Hem, hem! Ah Ma- Bows:] 


dam!—Pox on't, why ſhould I diſparage my parts by 


thinking what to ſay ? None but dull rogues think; wit- 
ty men, like rich fellows, are always ready for all ex- 
pences; while your blockheads, like poor needy ſcoun- 
* drels, are forced to examine their ſtock, and forecaſt the 
charges of the day. Here ſhe comes, |'ll ſeem not to 
ſee her, and try to win her with a new airy invention of 
my own, hem! 


8-C-EB EW 
[To him] Lady FRO T H. 


[Briſk ſings, walking about] I'm ſick with love, ha, ha, 
ba, pr ythee come cure me. 
I'm ſict with, ete. 
O ye pow'rs! O my Lady Froth, my Lady Froth! My 
Lady Froth ! Heigho! Break heart; Gods I thank you. 
[ Stands moſt ing with bir arms acroſs, 
Fr:th. O heay'ns, Mr Briſk What's the matter! 
risk. My, Lady Froth! Your Ladyſhips moſt humble 
ſervant ;—— The matter, Madam? Nothing, Madam, no- 
thing at all gad. { was fallen into the moſt agreeable 
— the whole province of contemplation: that's 
ſeem to conceal my paſſion, and that will 
= like 8 ' | Aſides 
Lady Froth. Bleſs me, why did you call out upon me ſo 
loud? . 
Brist. O Lord, I, Madam? I beſeech your  Ladyſhip 
— when! 
Lady Froth. Juſt now as I came in: bleſs me, why don't 
you know it? 
Brisk. Not I, let me periſh——But did I! Strange 1 
confeſs your Ladyſhip was in my thoughts; and 1 was in 
a fort of dream that did in a manner preſent a very 


pleaſing object to my imagination, but but did 1 in- 
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deed To fee how love and murder will out. But did 
T'teally name my Lady Froth? - 

Lady Frith. Three times aloud, as I hey e- 
did vou talk of love? © Parnaffus! Who would have 
thought Mr Briſk cou'd have been in love, ha, ha, ha. 
O heav'ns, I thought you n bave no miſtreſs but the 
nine Muſes. 

- Briik. No more I have, gad. for 1 adore em all in 
your Ladyſhip——Let me periſh, I don't know whether 
to be ſplenetic or airy upon't; the deuce take me if I 

can tell whether Iam Waker ſorry that your Ladyſhip hay 
made the diſcovery; 

Lady Froth. O be merry by all means—Prince Volſcius 
in love! Ha, ha, ha, * 

Brist. O barbarous, to turn me into ridicule! Yet, 
Ba, ha, ha. The deuce take me, I can't help laughing 
myſelf, ha, ha, ha; yet by beay'ns 1 have a violent pat 
tion for your Ladyſhip, ſeriouſly. 

Lady Frotb. Seriouſly ? Ha, ha, ha. 

Brist. Seriouſly, ** ha, ha. Gad I' e for all I 
laugh. 

Lady Froth. Ha, ha, ha! What Aer akk at? 
Ha, ha, ha. 

Bri;k. Me Pgad, ha, ha. | 

Lady Fr:th. No, the deuce take me if T don't laugh a at 
myſelf; for hang me if 1 have not a violent paſſion for 
Mr Briſk, ha, ha, ha. 

Brist. Seriouſly ? | T 

Lady Froth. +eriouſly, ha, ha, ba. 

Brisk. That's well enough; let me perith, ha, 1 ha. 
© raculous, What a happy ee Ah my dear 
charming Lady Froth ! In 
zum Froth. Oh my adored Mr Briſ! (anne 

y a 7 3+ i ws #9 Jah, lb 
TTY cr. them} Lord FROTH, 125 

- Lord Froth, The company are all ready How now! 

| Brigh. Zoone, Madam, there's my Lord. {Softly to ber. 
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Lady Froth. Take no notice——but obſerve me— Now 
' eaſt of, and meet me at the lower end of the room, 
and then join hands again; I could teach my Lord this 
dance purely, but | vow, Mr Briſk, | can't tell how to 
come ſo near any other man. Oh here's my Lord, now 
you ſhall ſee me do it with him. 
- [They pretend to prafliſe part of a country dance. 

' Lord Froth. Oh I ſee there's no harm yet—But I 
. don't like this familiarity. » [Aſide 

Lady Froth.———Shall you and I do our cloſe dance, to 
ſhew Mr Britk ? 

Lord Froth, No, my dear, do it with him. 

Lady Froth. I'll do it with 1 , my Lord, when you are 
out of the way. 

Brut. That's good I'gad, 8 good, deuce take me ] 
can hardly hold laughing in his face. .  [Afuce. 

Lord Freth. Any other time, my dear, or we'll dance it 
below. 

Lady Froth. With all my heart. 

Brist. Come, my Lord, I'll- wait on you My 
charming witty angel! g [To ber. 

Lady Froth. We ſhall have whiſpering time enough, you 
know, fince we are partners, 


/ 


SCENE VIIL 
Lady PLYANT, and CARELESS, 


Lady Phant. O Mr Careleſs, Mr Careleſs, I'm ruin'd, I'm 
undone. 

Care. What's the matter, Madam ? 

Lady Phan. O the moſt unlucky accident, I'm afraid I 
ſhan t live to tell it you. 

Care. 'Heav'n forbid! What is it? 

Lady Phyant. l'm in ſuch a fright; the ſtrangeſt quandary 
and-premunire! I'm all over in an univerſal agitation, 
I dare ſwear _ eireumſtance of me tren bles.— O your 
letter, your letter! By an unfortunate miſtake; have _"_ 
Sir Paul your letter inſtead of his own, | 


- 
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Care. That was unlucky. 


Lady Plant. O yonder he comes 8 of it, * lens 
ſake ſtep in here and adviſe me quickly before he ſees, 


8 CEN E IX, 
Sir P AUL with 4 letter. 


Sir Paul. —0 W what a conſpiracy have 1 
diſcover'd—But let me ſee to make an end on't.—{Reads.] 
Hum---* After ſupper in the wardrobe by the gallery, if Sir 
% Paul ſhould ſurpriſe us, I have a commiſſion from him to 
« treat with you about the very matter of fact“ Matter 
of fact! Very pretty; it ſeems then I amr conducing to my 
own cuckoldom; why this is the very traiterous poſition of 
taking up arms by my authority, againſt my perſon. 
Well, let me ſee——* Till then I languiſh in expeRation 
* of my adored charmer. Dying Ned Careleſs.” 
Gads-bud, would that were matter of fact too. Die 


and be damn'd for a Judas Maccabeus, and Iſcariot both. 


O friendſhip! what art thou but a name! Heneeforward 
let no man make a friend that would not be a cuckold : 
for whomſoever he receives into his boſom, will find the 


way to his bed, and there return his careſſes with inte- 
reſt to his wife. Have I for this been pinion'd night af- 


ter night- for three years paſt! Have 1 been ſwath'd in 
blankets till I have been ev'n depriv'd of motion? Have 
I approach'd the marriage bed with reverence as to a ſa- 
rred ſhrine, and deny's myſelf the enjoyment of lawful 
domeſtic pleaſures to preſerve its purity, and muſt I now 
find it polluted by foreign iniquity , O my Lady Plyant, 


you were chafte as ice, but you are melted now, and falſe 


as water—But providence has been conſtant to me in diſ- 
covering this-conſpiracy y till '” ans beboiden to providence ; 
If it were not 06 oppo ray 29 poor Sir ET 
heart would bre. | 
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= 6-26 2. Ba 
[To him) Lady PLYANT, 


Lady Plyant. So, Sir, I fee you have read the letter Well 
now, Sir Paul, what do you think of your friend Care- 
leſs ? Has he been treacherous, or did you give his inſo- 
lence a licence to make trial of your wife's ſuſpected virtue? 
D'ye ſee here? {Snatches the letter as in anger] Look, read it? 
Gads my life, if I thought it were fo, I would this moment 
renounce all communication with you. Ungrateful mon- 
ſter! He? Is it ſo? ay, I ſee it, a plot upon my honour ; 
your guilty cheeks confeſs it: Oh where ſhall wrong'd 
virtue fly for reparation ! Ill be divorc'd this inſtant. 

Sir Paul. Gadſbud what ſhall I fay? This is the ſtran- 
geſt ſurpriſe ! Why I don't know any thing at all, nor 
don't know whether there be any thing at all in the 
world or no. 

Lady Plyant. 1 thought I ſhould try you, falſe man, I 
that never diſſembled in my life, yet to make trial of 
you, pretended to like that monſter of iniquity, Careleſs, 
and found out that contrivauce to let you ſee this letter; 
which now I find was of your own inditing—lI do, hea- 
then, I do; ſee my face no more; I'll be divorc'd pee 
ſently. 

Sir Paul. O ſtrange, what will become of me!—1I'm ſo 
amaz'd, and fo overjoyed, ſo afraid, and ſo ſorry.— But did 
you give me this letter on purpoſe, he? Did you ? 

Lady Plyant. Did 1! do you doubt me, Turk, Saracen ? 
J have a couſin that's a proctor in the commons, I'll go to 
him inſtantly. _— 

Sir Paul. Hold, ſtay, I beſcech. your Ladyſhip——— 
I'm ſo overjoy'd, ſtay, VII confeſs all. 

Lady Plyant. What will you confeſs, Jew ? 

Sir Paul. Why nowas J hope to he ſaved, I had no hand 
in this letter—Nay hear me, 1 beſedch your Ladyſhip:; 
the-devil take me now if he did not go beyond my com- 


— 
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miſſon——lf I defir'd him to do any more than ſpeak 
a good word only juſt for me; gadſbud only for poor Sir 
Paul, I'm an anabaptiſt, or a Jew,.c or what you pleaſe ts 
call mne. 0 

Lady Plyant. Why, i is — | bere a matter of fact ? 

Sir Paal. Ay, but by your own virtue and continency 
that matter of fact is all his own doing I confeſs I 
had a great deſire to have ſome honourg confetr'd upon 
me, which ly all in your Ladyſhip's breaſt, and he being 
a well ſpoken man, I deſired him to intercede for me. 
Lady Plyznt. Did you ſo, preſumption! Oh! he comes, 
the Tarquin comes; I cannot bear his fight | +» 


s S KN E MAI. 


"CARELESS, Sir PAUL. 


Core. dir Paul, I'm glad I've met with you, gad I have 
ſaid all 1 could, but can't prevail Then my fricadhip to 
you has carry d me alittle farther in this matter. 
Sir Paul. Indeed Well, Sir Ill diſſemble with him a 
little. MA [Af Jes, 
Care. Why, faith, I have in my time known . honeſt 


gentlemen abuſed, by a pretended coyneſs in their wives, 


and ! had a mind to try my Lady's virtue Aud when I 


could not prevail for yu, gad I pretended to be in love 


m-ſelf—but all in vain; ſhe would not hear a word upon 
that ſibjiet; then I writ a letter to her; I don't know 


what eſſects that will have, but I'll be ſure to tell you 
when I, do, tho' by chis light I believe her virtue is im- 


er 
Sir Paul. O Providence! Providence! what diſcoveries 


are here made? Why, this is better and more mines 


than the reſt. 
Care. What do you mean? 
Sir Paul. I can't tell you, I'm ſo overjoy'd; come ie along 


with me to my Lady, I can't contain myſelf ; come, my 


dear friend. + | 
Cure. So, ſo, ſo, this difficulty's over. , [Aſide, 


WE” 2 » 
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„ | 8 G 8h 1x © XII. 
MELLEFONT, MASKWELL, Fs dif:rent doors, 


Mel. Maſkwell! ! I have been looking for you tis 
within a quarter of eight. 

Mask. My Lady is juſt gone into my Lord's cloſet, you 
had beſt fteal into her chamber before ſhe comes, and ly 
concealed there, otherwiſe ſhe may lock the door when we 
are N and you not eaſily get in to furprizc us. 

Mel. He! you fay true. 

Mast. You had beſt make haſte ; for after ſhe has 05 
ſome apology to the company for has own, and my Lord's 
abſence all this while, he'll retire to her chamber in- 
ſtantly. 

Mel. I go this moment now fortune, I defy thee. 


SC E N E XIII. 
MASKWELL alone. 


I T confeſs you may be allowed to be ſecure in your own 
opinion; the appearance is very fair, but I have an after- 
gameſto play that ſhall tura the tables : and here comes the 
man that I muſt manage. 


s c EN E XIV. 
tro hin] Lord TOUCH WOOD, 


Lord Touch, Maſk well, you are the man I wiſh to meet. 

Mas I am happy to be in the way of your n $ 
ends, a 

Lord Touch. I have always found you prudent and care- 
ful in any thing that has concern d me or my family. 

Mask. I were a villain elſe am bound by duty 
and gratitude, and my own inclination, to be ever your 
Lordihip's ſervant. 

Lord Touch, Enough Vou are my friend ; I know it, 

Vol. I. P 
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Yet there has been a thing in your knowledge, which hat ? 
, concern'd me nearly, that you have conceal'd from me. 
Magk. My Lord! 15 

Lord Tach. Nay, 1 excuſe your friendſhip to rh unna - 
tural nephew t thus far But I know you have been privy 
to bis impious defigns upon my wife, This ev'ning ſhe 
has told me all; her good nature conceal'd it as long as 


vas poſſible; but he perſeveres ſo in villainy, that ſhe has 
told me even you were weary of diſſuading him, though 


| you have once actually hindered him from forcing her. 


Mask. 1 am ſorry, my Lord, I can't make you an anſwer; 
this is an occaſion in * I would not willingly be 
Hllent. | 

Lord Touch, I know you would exenſy him 
know as well that you can't. | 

Mag. Indeed I was in hopes thad been a youthful beat 
that might have ſoon boil'd over; ere 

Lord Touch. Say on. 


And I 


Mask. I have nothing more to ſay, my Lord but to 


expreſs my concern; for I think his 8 increaſes 


* 2 | 

Lord Tach. How! Give me bot proof of it, ocular proof, 
that may juſtify my dealing with him to the world, and 
mare my fortunes. a a 

Mask. O my Lord! conſider that is hard: beſides, time 
may work upon him: then for me to do it! I have pro- 
feſs d an everlaſting friendſhip to him. 

Lord Touch. He is your friend, and wg, am I? 

Matk. I am anſwered. 


Lord Tach. Fear not his diſpleaſure Þ will put you out 


of his; and fortune's power: and for that thou art ſerupu- 
louſly honeſt, I will ſecure thy fidelity to him, and give 
my honour never to own any diſcovery that you ſhall 
make me. Can you ow: me a demonſtrative proof? 
speak. ; c fax +4 

Mask. 1 wiſh Leould n be plain, my Lord, I 
intended this ev'ning, to have try'd all arguments to diſ- 
tuade kim * a delign,” which ] — and if I had 
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not ſucceeded, to have informed your Lordſhip of what I 
knew. 
Lord Touch, I thank you. What is the'villain's purpole ? 
Mak, He own'd nothing to me of late, and what I 
mean now, is only. a bare ſuſpicion of my own, If your 
Lordſhip will meet me a quarter. of an hour hence there, 
in that lobby by my Lady's bed-chamber, I ſhall be able 
2 tell you more. 3 
| Lord Tach. 1 will. 
Mail. MV duty to your Lordſhip makes me do a ſevere 
Lord Touch. I will be ſecret, and reward your honcſty 
= Re your hopes. 


e 
be CEN E opening, Ares Lady Touchwood's chanider, 


MELLEFONT las. 


piay Heav'n my aunt keep touch with her aſſignat ion 
——Oh that her Lord were but ſweating behind this 
hanging, with the expectation of what I ſhall ſfee——— 
Hiſt, ſne comes ——-Little does the think wliat a mine is 

Juſt ready to ſpring under her feet. But to my poſt; 
15 8 babe tie bangings, 


»my bit 


SCE N * XVI. 


1 TOUCHWOOD, 


'Tis eight o clock : methinks I ſhould haye found, him 
here. Who does not prevent the hour of love; out-tay# 
the time; for to be dully ene is too ee Was 


"—_— you of — f 


ig} gor 154 
aber ee k N * XVII. 

Lady TOUCK WOOD, MASKWELL, 
TOS. Mellefont ab/conding. | 


__ I confeſs * do reproach, me when 1 ſee You 
Ps; 


: 


8 
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"here before me; but 'tis fit 1 ſhould be till behind- -hand, 
ſtill to be more and more indebted to your goodneſs. 

Lady Touch. You can excuſe a fault too well, not to have 
becn to blame A ready anſwer ſhews you were prepar'd. 

Mask. Guilt is ever at a loſs, and confufion waits upon 
it; when innocence and bold truth are e always ready for 
expreſſion— 

Lady Touch. Not in love; words are the weak ſupport 
of cold indifference; love has no language to be heard. 

Mask. Exceſs of joy has made me ſtupid! Thus may my 
lips be ever clos'd. [ Kiſſes ber.] And thus Oh who 
would not loſe his ſpeech, upon coudition to have joys 
above it! 

Lady Tuuch. Hold, let me lock the door firſt. 

[Goes ta the door, 

Matt. afide.] That I beliey'd; 'twas well I left the 
private paſſage open. | 175 

Lady Tb. So, that's ſafe. 

Mask. And ſo may all your pleaſures — and ſecret as 
this kiſs —— Y 

Atl. And may all treachery be thus diſcover d. 


- 


| Tris [Leaps out. 
Lady Tech. Ah r * — ei IH 
Mel. Villain! 2 ert to draw. 
Mak. Nay, then, there's * one e way. - [Runs out. 


Ge 7 6 3 34 e 
Lady ToVcnwood, MELLEFONT. 


Mel. Say you ſo, were you provided for an efapet | 
Hold, Madam, you have no more holes to your —_— 
I ſtand between you and this ſally- port. | | 

Lady Tauch. Thunder ſtrike thee dead for this is 
immediate lightning blaſt thee, me, and the whole world 

Oh! I could rack myſelf, play the vulture to my own 

| heart, and guaw it ee, -meal, for not boding to me this 
mis fortune. Hh 
| Mel. he Paticat—— 
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Lady Touch. Be damn'd. 
Mel. Conſider 1 have you on the hook; you will but 


flounder yourſelf a- weary, and be nevertheleſs my priſo- 
ner. 

Lady Touch. Vil hold my breath and die, but Fll be free. 

Nel. © Madam, have a care of dying unprepar'd, I 
doubt you have ſome unrepented fins that may hang 
heavy, and retard your flight. 

Lady Touch, O what ſhall I do? ſay ? whither ſhall I 
turn? Has hell no remedy ? 

Mel. None; hell has ſerv'd you ev'n as heaven has 
done, left you to yourſelf. — You're in a kind of Eraſmus 
paradiſe ; yet, if you pleaſe, you may make it a purgatory; 
and with a little penance and my Dn all this may 
turn to good account. 

Lady Touch. aſide.) Hold i in, my paſhon, and fall, fall 
a little, thou ſwelling heart; let me h ave ſome intermiſſion 
of this xage, and one minute's coolneſs to difſemble. 

[She weefs, 

Mel. You have been to blame I like thoſe tears, 
and hope they are of the pureſt kind—penitential tears. 

Lady Touch. O the ſcene was ſhifted quick before me—k 
had not time to think—1 was ſurpris'd to ſee a monſter in 
the glaſs, and now [ find 'tis myſelf ; can you have mercy - 
to forgive the faults I bave imagined, but never put in 
practice O conſider, conſider how fatal you have been 
to me, you have already kill'd the quiet of this life, The 
love of you was the firſt wand'ring fire that e er miſled my 
ſteps, and while I had only that in view, I was betraycd 
into unthought of ways of ruin. 

Mel. May I believe this true ? 

Lady Touch. O be not cruelly ineredulous —— How ean 
you doubt theſe ſtreaming eyes? Keep the ſevereſt eye o'er 
all my future conduct; and if I once relapſe, let me not 
hope forgiveneſs, 'twill ever be in your power to ruin me. 
—My Lord ſhall ſign to your deſires; 1 will myſelf create 
your hanpineſs, and Cynthia ſhall be this night your bride 
o but conceal my failings, aud forgive. 


{FI 
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: Met. Upon ſuch terms, I will be be ever vonn Worry 
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8 8 0 E N 2 xx. * 
74 1 1 N 11 


MASKWELL nh introduces Lord Tovenwoon, 
| 41s tr 2-14 42nd aha "3. 


Ia. I have kept my word, be $ here, but I muſt not 
be ſeen. 


oy s c E N E 1 
r TOUCHWOOD, Lord rev enwoos 
10 NMELLETONT. 

Lord Touch. Hell and amazement ! he's in tears. 

Lady Touch. kneeling.) Eternal bleſſings thank you 

Ha! my Lord liſtening! 0 fortune. has 0'erpaid me all, 
al! Ws my owit! © © ho ener, Lale. 

Mel. Nay, I beſeech you riſe. | 

Lady Touch. alowd.] Never, never | I'll grow to the 

ground, he buried quick beneath it, ere I'll be benin 
to ſo damnꝰ d a ſin as inceſt! unnatural connal 

Mel. H 0 95.1 

 LadyTourh, oO cruel-man, will you not let ane — 

forgive all that's paſt—O Heav'n, 1, you wilt 0 vide me! g 

Mel Damnation ! | 

Lord Touch. Monſter, dog your life than ee >" 
5 {Draws,” and runs at Mel. is held by Lai Touch wood. 

Lady Touch. O Heav' ns, my ran Held, bold, for m 

ven's ſake. 

Mel. Confuſion, my uncle 0 the damm d breetefb 
I.ady Toucb. Moderate your rage, good my Lord! He's 
mad, alas, he's mad — indeed, he is, my Lord, and 
knows not what' he does —8See how wild he looks. 

M.. By Heav'n twere n not to wum and ſee 
ſuch witchcraft. 

Lad 5. My Lord, you hear him, he talks idly. 

Lord Tyuch. Hence from my fight, thou living iuſamy to 
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my name; when next I ſee that face, I'll write villain in't 
with my ſword's point. I — 

Mel. Now, by my ſoul, I will not go 'till 1 have ads 
known my wrongs—Nay, till I have made known yours, 
which (if poſſible) are greater though ſhe has all the _ 
of hell her ſervants. 

Lady Touch. Alas he raves! talks very poetry, For 
Heaven' s ſake, away, my Lord, he'lt either tempt you to 
Extravagance, or commit ſome himſelf. 

Mel. Death and furies, will you not hear me—Why by 
Heav'n ſhe laughs, grins, points to your back ; ſhe forks 
but cuckoldom with her fingers, and you're running horn- 
mad after your fortune. 

As ſpe is going ſbe turns back and ſmiles at him. 

Lord Touch, I fear he's mad indeed Let's fend Maſkwell 
to him. 

„Mel. end him to her. 


Lady Touch, Come, come, good my Lord, my heart ** 
25 1 ſhall faint if 1 ſtay. 


8 C'E NO S XXL. 
MELLEFONT alone, 


0 I could curſe my ſtars, fate and chance; all cauſes 
and accidents of fortune in this life! But to what pur- 
- poſe ?.; Yet, ſdcath for a man to have the fruit of all his 
induſtry grow full and ripe, ready to drop into his mouth, 
and juſt when he holds out his hand to gather it, to ive 
a ſudden whirlwind come, tear up tree and all, and bear 
away the very root and foundation of bis hopes; what 
temper can contain? They talk of ſending Maſkwell to 
me; I never had more need of him—But what can he 
do? Imagination cannot form a fairer and more plauſible 
deſigu than this of his which bas miſcarried—O my pre- 
cious aunt, I ſhall never thrive without 1 deal with the 
devil, or another woman. 
Women, like flames, have a deſtroying pow r, 
* er to be quench d, till * themſelves devour. 
l | [Seece Aut. 


— 
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"ACT V. SCENE L 


Lady TOUCH WOOD and MASKWELL. 


Lady ToUucH wooD. | 
45 T not Jucky ? : 

Mast. Lucky! Fortune is your own, and 'tis her 
intereſt ſa to be: by Heav'n, I believe you can eontrout 
her power, and ſhe fears it ; though chance brought my 
Lord, 'twas your owa art turn'd it to advantage. 

Lady Touch. Tis true, it might have been my ruin—But 
yonder's my Lord, | believe he's coming to Sad * Pl 
not be ſeen. 

SCENE N. 
MASK WE LL alone. | 

So; T durſt not own my introducing my Lord, though it 
ſucceeded well for her, for ſhe would have ſuſpected a de- 
ſign whichl ſhould have been puzzled toexcuſe. My Lord is 
thought ſul— I'll be ſo too; yet he = know my thoughts; 
or think he does— 


Ss CE 1 I. 
[To kim] Lord TOUCH WOOD, 


Mast. What bave I done ? 

Lord Touch. Palking to himſelf ! 

Mask. *Twas honeſt—and ſhall 1 be rewarded for it? 
No, 'twas honeſt, therefore | ſhan't ;—-Nay, rather there- 
fore J ought not; for it rewards itſelf, 

Lord Touch. Unequal'd virtue! [ Aſide. 

Mak. But ſhould it be known! then I have loſt a 


friend He was an ill man, and I have gain'd; for half 


myſelf 1 lent him, and that I have recall'd; fo | have 
ſerved myſelf, and what is yet better, I have ſerved a wor- 
thy Lord, to whom I owe myſeif. 
Lord Tiuch, Excellent man [ Aſide. 
Mask. Yet I am wretched—O there is a ſecret burns 
within this breaſt, which ſhould it once blaze forth, would 
25: | | 
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ruin all, conſume my honeſt character, and brand me with 


the name of villain. 

Lord Touch. Ha! | 

Mask. Why do I love! Yet Heaven and my waking con- 
ſcience are my witnefles, I never gave one working thought 
a vent, which might diſcover that I lov'd, nor ever muſt ; 
no, let it prey upon my heart; for I would rather die, than 
ſeem once, barely ſeem, diſhoneſt ;—O, ſhould it once be 
known 1 love fair Cynthia, all this that 1 have done would 
look like rival's malice, falſe friendſhip to my Lord, and 
baſe ſelf-intereſt. Let me periſh firſt, and from this hour 


avoid all fight and ſpeech, and, if I can, all thought of that 


pernicious beauty. Ha! But what is my diſtraQion do- 
ing! I am wildly talking to myſelf, and ſome ill chance 
might have directed malicious cars this way. 
[Seems 10 fart, ſeeing my Lord. 

Lord Touch. Start not—let guilty and diſhoneſt ſouls 
ſtart at the revelation of their thoughts, but be thou ix'd, 
as is thy virtue. 

Mask. I am confounded, and beg your Lordſhip's pardon 
for thoſe free diſcourſes which I have had with myſelf. 

Lord Touch, Come, I beg your pardon that I over-heard 
you, and yet it ſhall not need —Honeſt Maſkwell! thy and 
my good genius led me hither——Miae, in that I have 
diſcover'd ſo much manly virtue; thine, in that thou halt 
have due reward of all thy worth. Give me thy band 
my nephew is the alone remaining branch of all our an- 
cient family ; him 1 thus blow away, and conſtitute thee! in 
his room to be my heir 

Mak. Now, Heaven forbid —— 

Lord Touch. No more—1 have reſolv'd— The writings 
are ready drawn, and wanted nothing but to be fign'd, 


and have his name inſerted— Yours will fill the blank as 


wel--I will have no reply Let me command this time; 
for 'tis the laſt in which I will aſſume authority—hercafter 
you ſhall rule where I have power. 
Mast. I hambly would petition 
Lord Touch Is't for yourſelf A penſes;] Tu * 
of nought for any body elle. 


—— 


—— — 
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Mack. (Then witneſs. Heaven for me, this wealth and 


honour was not of my ſeeking, nor would I build my for · 
tune on another's ruin: I had but one deſire — ? 

Lord 7ouch. Thou ſhalt enjoy it If all I'm worth in 
wealth ot intereſt can purchaſe, Cynthia, ſbe is thine 
I'm ſure; Sir Paul's conſent will follow fortune; I'll B's 


He bim-what way that is going. 


Mask. Lou oppreſs me with bounty t my e! is 


| er and ſhrinks beneath the weight, and cannot rife to 


thank you— What. enjoy my love! Forgive the tranſports 
of a bleſſing ſo unexpected, ſo unhop'd for, ſo unthought of | 
Lord Touch, I will confirm it, and rcjoice with theo. 


ann } y * , 1 A 


3 C'E N E IV. 


MASKWELL alone. 


Thijs is fo profp'rous indeed Why, let him find me out 
a villain, ſettled 1 in poſſeſſion of a fair eſtate, and full frui- 


tion of my love, I'll bear the railings of a loling f gameſter 


— But ſhou'd he find me out before! tis dangerous to de- 
lay Let me think . ſhou d my Lord proceed to treat 
openly c of my marriage with Cynthia, all muſt be diſco- 


vered, and Melle font can be no longer blinded. —lt muſt 


not * nay, ſhou'd my Lady know it- ay, then, were 


ne work indeed Her fury wou d ſpare. pothing, tho, ſhe 


involy' d herſelf in ruin. No, it muſt be by ſratagem 1 
muſt deęci ve Mellefont . once more, and get my Lord to 
conſent to my private management. He comes oppor- 
tuncly— Now will I, in my old way, diſcever the whole 
and real truth of the matter to him, that he may not ſu- 


* maſk. like open truth. t to cover 1 r 
eee eee ee ee WITT to ave 
inns Whey e, 5 98; e | 
[To him] MELLEFONT. | 
Met. O Maſkwell,., what hopes? I am confounded f in a 


maze of thoughts, each leading into one another, and all 


cading in perplexity. My uncle will not ſce nor hear me, 
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Ma No watery" Sir, don't trouble your head, all's in 
my power. 
Mel. How ? for Heaven's fake ? 

Mak. Little do you think that your aunt has kept hee 
word How the devil the wrought my Jord into this 
dotage, I know not; but he's gone to Sir Paul about my 
marriage with Cynthia, and has appointed me his heir, 
Mel. The devil he has! What's to be done“ 

Mask. I have it, it muſt be by ſtratagem; for 'tis in 
vain to make application to him. I think I have that in 
my head that cannot fail : where's Cynthia ? 

Mel. in the garden. 

Mask. Let us go and conſult her: Wy life for n 
cheat my Lord. a 


SCENE FI. 
Lord TOUCH WOOD, Lady TOUCHWOOD.' 


Lady Teuch. Maſkwell your heir, and marry Cynthia! 
Lord Touch. I cannot do too much for ſo much merit. 
Lady Touch. But this is a thing of too great moment to 
be ib ſoon reſolv'd. Why Cynthia ? Why muſt he be mar- 
ricd ? Is there not reward enough in raiſing his low for- 
tune, but he muſt mix his blood with mine, and wed my 
niece ? How know you my brother will conſent, or ſhe ? 
2 he himſelf perhaps may have aſfections other where. 
Lord Touch. No, I am convinc'd he loves her. | 
Lady Touch. Maſk well love Cynthia, impoſſible ! 
Lord Touch. I tell you, he confeſs'd it to me. Tx 
Lady Touch, Con fuſton! How's this! [Afide. 
Lord Touch. His humility long ſtiſled bis paſſion; and 
his love of Mellefant would have made him ſtill conceal 
it.—But by encouragement, I wrung:the ſecret from him; 
and know he's no way to be rewarded but in her. lll de- 
fer my farther proceedings in it, till you have confidered 
it; 1 bet ann how we are both indebted to him, 


£ 
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Both indebted to him! Les, we are both indebted” to 
him, if you knew eall. Villain ! Oh, I am wild with this 
ſurprimm of treachery: it is impoſſible, it eatmot be 
He love Cynthia! What, have I been bavd t his deſigus, 
his property only, a baiting place! Now / ſee what made 
| bim falfe- t Melſe font. Shame and diſtraction! I can- 
not bear it, oh! what woman can bear to be 2 property 
To be kindled to a flame, only to light him to another's 
arms; oh! that I were fire indeed, that I might burn the 
vile traitur. What ſhall I do? How ſhall I think? Fean- 
not think. All my deſigns are loſt, my love unſated, 
my revenge unſiniſh'd, and freſh cquſe: of re un- 


thought-of 7 on 1 ze 
--— DUd-eD8Y* GAN 01 vod Th 
1, Mis 1228. wa E. N E vin. 04 10 


1 6 249 ir * 


[To Web] Sir PAUL. % 
Sir Paul. Madam, ſiſter, VEST ſiſter, did you ſee my 


Lady; my wite? 17 » 11 rar c- 
IL.ady Touch. Oh! el 2% oa word mM 
Sir Paul. Gadſbud, I can't Gnd her kigh act Joark e 
halts. bingen! 128 ob A0 


Lady Tauch. Where ſhe's: ſerving you as all, your ſex 
ought to be ſerv” d; making you a head. Don't you know 
that you're a fool, brother? be wrt iD et ages gil 
Sir Paul. A fool; he, he, he, you! re merry —No, no, 
not I, I know no ſuch matter. 57 all 58: not ba. 

Lady Tuch. Why then, you don' t know half your bap- 
pineſs. it Tuodire vis: 

Sir Paul. That's a jeſt. with all. my heart, Faith» and 
troth - hut harkye, my Lord told. me ſomething. of. a 
revolution of things; I don't know what to make. ou't, 
-Gadſbud, 1 muſt confult my wife he talks of 
diſinheriting his nephew, and I don't know what. 
Look you, ſiſter, I muſt know what my girl has to truſt "ous 


2 & 


PHE DOUBLE-DEALER. 107 


or not a ſyllable of a wedding, gads- ud ·—.—. to ſhew you 
that I am not a fool, 

Lady Touch. Hear me; conſent to the breaking off this 
marriage, and the promoting any other, without conſulting 
me, and IH renounce all blood, all relation and concern 
with you forever.. -Nay, I'll be your enemy, and 
purſue you to deſtruction, I'll tear your eyes out, and tread 
you under my feets------ 

Sir Paul. Why, what's the matter now? Good Lord, 
what's all this for? Pooh, here” SA a joke indeed Why, 
where's my wife? 

Lady Tach. With Careleſs, i in the cloſe arbour; he may 
want you by this time, as much as you want her. 

Sir Pasl. O, if ſhe be with Mr Carelefs, tis well enough. 

Lady Touch. Fool, ſot, inſenfible ox ! But remember 
what I faid to you, or you had better eat your ou horns, 
dy this light you had. 

Sir Paul. You're a paſſionate woman, gads-bud,—----- 
But to ſay truth, all our family are choletic; I am the 
only peaceable perſonamongſt em. 


S EN EZ IX. 


MELLEFONT, MASKWELL, andC YNTHIA, 

Mel. I know no other way but this he has propos'd; 
if you have love enough to run the venture. | 

ut. I don't know whether I have love enough-----but 
T find 1 have obſtinacy enough to purſue whatever I have 
once refolv'd; and a true female courage to oppoſe any 
thing that reſiſts my will, tho“ t were reaſon itſelf. | 

Mas. That's right,. Well, I'll ſecure the writings, 
and run the hazard along with you. 

Cyat. But how can the coach and fix horſes be got 
ready without ſuſpicion 2 

Mask. Leave it to my care; that ſhall be fo far from 
being ſaſpected, that it ſhall be got ready by my Lord's 
own order. 

Mel. How ? | 

Vol. I. Q 
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Mak Why, I intend to tell A 
Ar er contrivance, that's my * * 1/4602. ot; T 
Mel. I don't underſtand you. ; 
Matt. Why, I'll tell my Land, 1 Jaid. this les * you 
on purpoſe to betray yau; and that which put me upon 
it, was finding it impoſſible to gain the lady any other 
way, but in the hopes of her marrying you -- 
Mel. 80 
Mast. So, why ſo, while you're buſied in-making your- 
ſelf ready, I'll wheedle her into the coach; and inſtead of 
vou, borrow my Lord's chaplain, and n with her 
obo. en 24 7 
Mel. Ol conceive you, you'll tell kim wo? 9 
Mat. Tell him ſol ay, why you don't Ahink. * mean to 
n | 4146 14: bys | 3 20 Jim 424 
Mel. No, no; har ba, 1 0 n than wit na rt. 
„Aal. Therefore, for our farther ſecurity, I ould havr 
you diſguis'd like a garſon, that if my Lad ſhould, have 
the curioſity to peep, he may not diſcover you in he coo, 
ut think the cheat is carried on as he would have it. 
Mel. Excellent Maskwell! thou wert certainly meant 
| For a ſtateſman er a jeſuit, but thou art too honeſt for 
one, and too pious: for the ther. 
Mast. Well, get yourſelves ready, and meet me in half 


a2n hour, youder in my Lady's dreſſing room; go by the back 


ſtairs; and ſo we may ſlip down without being obſery'd, — 
vn fend the Thaplain to you with his robes; have made 


him my own, and ordered him to meet us tomorrow 
morning at St Albans; there we will ſum up this account, 


A0 all our facisfactions. 100 220 81. * uo 
Mel, Ame 1 — to man. ee „Ie 

3 ft 8. * KE . 4E A5 5 & 0 ee 8 

As 1 0 in, erer rd 

Mak Madap, you will be ready ? b 
nt. Lili be punctual to the minute. l * 


Mask. Stay, 1 baye, a doubt Upon ſecond th 
c had better meet in the chaplain's chamber bere, 2 


— — 
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corner chamber at this end of the gallery: there is a back 
way into it, ſo that you need not come through: this door 
-----and a pair of private ſtairs leading na © 0 fables 
—»----It wil be more convenient. 

Sat. Lam guided by you, bur Metlefone will miſtake. 
„d. No, no, I'll after him ae toll him. 
Cat. I will not fail. 


3 Ss C EN R XI. 
5 MA'SKWELL alone- _ 


why, qui vult decipi decipia tur. Tis no fault of mine; 
I have told em, in plain terms, how eaſy tis for me to 
cheat em; and if they will not hear the ſerpent” s hiſs, 
they muſt be ſtung into experience, and future caution.----- 
Now to prepare my Lord to conſent to this. But firſt I muſt 
iuſtruck my little Levite; there is no plot, public or private, 
that can eipect to proſper without one of them has a ſinger 
in't: he promiſed me to be within at this hour. Mr Say- 
Faces Mr e [Goes to the chamber = nn. 


\ "OR 1 1:8: c E TVN EB XII. 

- MASKWELL, SAYGRACE. 

M. Saygrace. [looking out.] Sweet Sit, II will but pen the 
"Lift line of an acroſtie, and be with you in che rwinkling of 
N errmenns , in the ena eier 

u can 

Nast. Nay, good Mr Saygraee, nm time, 
by deferibing to me. the ſhortneſs of your ſtay; rather, if 

ou pleaſe, defer the ſiniſhing of your wit, and let us talk 


abbut our bufmeſs, it ſhall be tithes in your way. 


Sayg- [Enters,] You ſhall prevail, I would break off. in 
the middle of a ſermon to do youa pleaſure. 

Mast. You could not do me a greater, —ercept—— 
the bufineſs in band Have you * a habit for 


| Mellefont ? 


Sayg. 1 \haws? they are _ in my chamber, rogerher 
Jour a clean farch'd bane and cuffs. 1. K. 
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Mail. Good, lee them de carr 4 to him. ve you 
ftitch's the gown'Mleeve, that be may be puzated, and waſte 
time in puttiog it on? 4s 
Sarg. | have; 5 the gown will not be infved withous 
FN a 
Aal. Next te in half ao bour; here in de m- 
ber. When Cynthia comes let there be no ght, and do 
not ſpeak that ſhe may not diſbogyith you from Mellefont. | 
Pl urge halte, to excuſe Four flence.” 
Sayg. Lou have no more commands? 
Mak. None, your text is ſhort, 
Sas. But pithy, and | will handle it with deer 
Maik. it 2 be the n have ſo ſery d. * 
een ie 
. 8 C R N E An, aer 
Lord TOUCKHWOOD, MA SKWELL., * 
Lord Tauch. Sure I was born to be contzolled by: 9080 
Mould command: my very eyes _ An give me rules 
how I ſhall govern them. . 
Musk. I am concern d to fe your Lordthip d diſcom- 


1H 


Lord Tuch. Have yon ſeen wy wife lately, or difoblig't | 


ker? 
Mas; No, my Lord. What tan bis He :? lager. 
Lord Tauchi Then Mellrfone has urg'd to in 
ceaſe her Something ſhe has heard of you” { catties 
her beyond the bounds of patience. ee ay gms 


Mask. This I fear'd; [Afe:] Did not _ Lordſhip 
tel}: 1 * qr 17 bog: bayasr 
Lord Foachs Ves. „ 1316 OT W * 
Mast. Lis that; you * — — e art " 
ſhe-thinks/ Fam unworthy. "| | h | 
Lord Touch. Unworthy! ri an e avril ber 
to think ſoHoneſty to we ĩs tyue nobiſit y. However, 
tis my ll it ſhall be o, and that ſhou'd — 
to her as much as reaſon—.— 5 Heav'n, I'll not be wife= 
ridden; were it poſſible, it mould be done this night. 
Mask. By Beav'h be meets my wiſhes. (% Few 
things are impoſſible to willing minds. 


. 7 


cl 
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Tord Touch, faſtruct mie bow this Gall be done, you 
mall fee 1 want no inclinatioon-. 

„Mask. [ had laid a ſmall deſign for to-morrqw (as love | 
will be inventing) which I thought to communicate to your | 
Lordihip — But it may be as well done to-night. | 

Lord Touch. Here” e = Lone 100} way, ee 5 | 1 


I 
5 0 E N E XIV. | | | 
CARELESS; and CYNTHIA i! 
Care. Ts not that he, now gone out with my Lord? 
- Cn; Les. 
Care. By Heav'n there's treachery— The confuſion that | N 


I faw your father iu, my Lady Touchwood's paſſion, with | 

what imperfectly | over-heard between my Lord and her, | 

confirm me in my fears. Where's Mellefont? | 
. Here de comes. 8 | 1 
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SCENE xv. 41 mM 
d them] MELLETONT. j 


n. Did Maſkwell tell you any thing of 'the chaplain's 
chamber.? 
Mel. No; my dear, will you- get ready——the things - | 
are all in my chamber; 1 want nothing but the habit. 
Care. Von are betray'd, and Maſkwell is n wühlen I + 
always thought him. 

When you were gone, he ſaid bie add was 
chang' d, and bid me mect him in the. Chaplain” s-rouin, ( 
pretending. immediately to follow you, aud as nr no- . 
tice, ,;..; — ak 'S I! 

Care, There's rob ann ares by with.s a bundle ander # 1 

| his am lle cannot be ignorant, that Muſk well meaus - 1 
to uſe his chamber; let's follow aud examine him I 

Nh f Tis * of time l cannot tbiuk him ſalſe. | 


: 6 C E N ee [il 
201 cer A, Lord TOUCH d 1 
Cn, My Lord muſing : nl 374 2g i 
Qz il 

If 

: 
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Lord Touch, He has a quick" invention; if this were ſud- 
denly deſigad Let he . 1 
already. 

Cyn. How's this! now 1 fear indeed. (903 154 

Lord Tauch. Cynthia det ren ic confi, and mes 
——_ Fes 

Cyn. Your Lordſhip was chovghtſul, 

Lord Tesch. My thoughts were on ſerious e buſineſs not 
worth your hearing. 

Cn, Mine were on treachery nn you, wad may 
be worth your hearing. 

Lord Teach. Treachery concerning me! pray ve vu 
n What noiſe 

Mask. Within.) Wilt you not bear mee? hos 2 

Lady Noch. Withen. | No, moniter! traitor ! Not - 
Cyn. My Lady and Maſkwelt! this may be — 
My Lord, let me intreat you to ſtand- behind this Kr, 
and liſten; perbaps this chance may give yon proof of 
what you ne er an have en from — eee 1 


131. 


s E N x vn. 


Lily TOVCHWOOD wh 2a darrer, MWASK WET E: 
HCYNTHiA A Lid TOUCKWOOD e ee 


Y 3.4 


Lady Touch. You want but leiſure to invent freſh. fatfe- 
hood, ,and:ſooth me to a fond belief of all your fictions ; 
but 1 wilt ftab the hie that's forming in er arts and fave 

An, in pity to your ſoul. | 
..( Mag, Strike then fince you wilt have it 5 tos 
2d Josch, Ha! A ſtcady villain to the laſt}, _ 
Mast. Come, why do vou dally with me thus? ., 45 
Lady Twuch. Thy ftubborn temper ſhocks me, and, you 
knew it would this is cunning alt, and not cauzage; no, 
1 know thee well: but thou ſhalt miſs thy aim. 
Mask. Ha, ha, ba! 
Lady Teach. Ha! do you moek my rage? > Then his al 
contewpt ©. again ſm:le? | -- 
-Þuaih your fond, raft . . 


10 
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And ſuch a ſmile as ſpeaks, in ambiguity! * 
en thouſand meanings lurk in each corner of that vas, 
rious fe. 
O! that they were written in thy heart, - 
That 1; with this, might lay thee open to my ſight! 
But then 'twill be too late to know 
Thou haſt, thou haſt found the only way to turn my 
rage; too well thou know'ſt my jealous foul cou'd never 
bear uncertainty. Speak then, and tell me—-—— Yet are 
you ſilent? Oh, I am wilder'd in all paſhons! but thus 
my anger melts. [Feeps.] Here, take this poniard, ſor 
my very ſpirits faint, and I want ftrength to hold it; thou 
haſt diſarm'd my ſoul. Gives the dagger. 
Lord Touch. Amazement ſhakes me Where will this end? 
Mask. $0, tis well—Jet your wild fury n and 
when you bave temper, tell me. 
Lady Tpuch. Now, now, now I am . r 
Mask. aſide.] Thanks, my invention; and now 1 have 
it for you. Firſt tell me what urg d you to this vio- 
lence? for your paffion broke in ſuch imperfect terms, that 
yet I am to learn the cauſe. 

Lady Touch. My Lord himſelf ſurpriz'd me with the news 
vou were ts marry Cynthia—— That you had own'd your 
love to him, and his indulgence a——_ aſſiſt you to attain 
your ends, 

"| Urn, How, my Lord! 

Lord Toixch, Pray forbear all reſentments for” a while, 

and let us hear the reſt. 

Mask. I grant you in appearance all is true; I ſeem'd 
conſenting to my Lord; nay, tranſported with. the bleſ- 
fing gut could yon think that 1, who had been happy 
in your oy d embraces, could e er be ſond of an iter 

fHavery? 
Lord Touch. Ha! O poiſon to my ears ? Whit do I bear! 

Cya. Nay, good my Lord, wrden nee let vs 

| dear i it out. 
Lord Trruch. Yes, I will contain, tho' I con'd burſt. 
| Mut. I that had wanton'd in the rich cirele of your 


Nane 
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world of love, cou'd tbe confid'd within the puny province 
of a girl N- t cho“ doat on each Aaſt; favour more 
than all the reſt; though I would give a limb for every 
look you cheaply. throw away on any other object of your 
love; yet. ſo far I prize your pleaſures o'er, my on, that 


all this ſeeming. plot that I have laid, has been to gtatify 
your taſte, and ren the world, to prove a faichful rogue 


to you- 
Lady 33 If this x were une But Lows can this be? ” 


| Mast. I have fo contriv'd that Melle font will pre- 1 


ſently, in the chaplain's habit, wait for Cynthia in your 
dreſſing· room: but I have put the change upon her, that. 


ſhe may be otherwhere employd——Do you procure her 
night-gown, and with your hoods: tied over your face, 
meet him in ber ſtead; you may go privately by the back 


ſtairs, and, unperceiv'd, there you may propoſe tp rein- 


| ſtate him in his uncle's favour, if he'}] comply with your . 
deſires; his caſe is deſperate, and I believe he'll yield to 


any conditions.——If not, here take this; yop may em- 
ploy. it better, than in the heart of one who is nothing 


when not yours. - [Gives the dogger, 
Lady Tmch. Thou can'ſt deceive every body, —— Nay, . 
thou, baſt deceiv'd me; but tis as I 2 171 widh——Trulty ; 


fil II 14 


villain! I could =otthip. thee- 


Mask. No more. It wants but a few mittl Br the 75 


time; and Mellefont's love will carry him there before his 


hour. 
Va Touch. Tgo, fly, nner Malcwellt 


X's TY © E * R nn l 201 & 36 
KAY 4 run. CYNTHYA, Lord rovenwooD, 
. Mask. So this 1 was A pinch indeed, my invent, en was 
upon the rack, and made diſcovery of her laſt plot: 5 
cynt kia and my chaplain wall be ready, | I prepare for the 
expedition. | 
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F 
CYNTHIA as Lord TOUCEWOOD.. 


che. Now, my Lord. 


Lord Tech. Aſtoniſhment binds | up my el Villainy 


upon villainy! Heav'ns, what a long track of dark deceit 
has this diſcover d I am confounded when I look back, 
aud want a clue to guide me through the various mazes 
of unheard of treachery. My wife! damnation ! my hell! 
Cyr. My Lord, have patience, and be ſenſible how great 
gur happineſs i is, that this diſeovery was not made too late. 
Lord Touch. I thank you, yet it may be {till too late, if 
we don't preſently prevent the execution of their plots — 
Ha, I'll dot. Where's Melleſont, my poor injut A. ne- 
phew ?— How ſhall I make him ample latisfaction : — 
Gn. 1 dare anſwet for him. 


Lord Touch, do him freſh wrong to queſtion, his for« 


Yer,my 


5 fox 1 1 — bim to be all goodneſs = 
wiſe! ae N 
dreſpog:r roof ast not ſo? And Maſkwell will er- 

peck you in a chaplain' $ amber For once, 1 


add my plot toomgelet us haſte and find out, and inform 


my. nephew; and do you, q quickly as Fs can, bring all the 


company , into this POL e It expole | the ſuumpet, | 


and he villain. 


7 97 18 Sc E N E — 


1 mere ad Sir FAUL 
* * Froh. By Heav'ns | have ſlept an oodles Dank, 
what a clock is't ? Paſt eight, o' my conſcience z my Lady 4 


TOM: 0 Y FA 


is the moſt;; ipyiting couch; and a Sumber there is dhe 


prettieſt amuſemeut! But where's all the company: 

dir Faul. Ihe chmpany, Gadſbud, I don't know, my 
Lord, but here's che ſlrangeſt revolution, all turn d ** 
turvy; as 1 hope for, Providence. 

Lord Frotb. O Heav'ns, what's the matter? Where's my 
viſe? | 

Sir Paul, All turned topſy -turvy, as ſure as 2 gun. 


She'll think to meet him iu that 
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Lord Froth. How do you mean? my wife! 

sir Paul. The ſtrangeſt poſture of aſk rs! 

Lord Frsth, What, my wife? 
Sir Paul. No, no, I mean the e es Lady' 3 
affairs may be in a very good poſture; e ſaw her 80 into 
the garden with Mr Brix. 1580 

Lord Frotb. How? where ? when ? da to 307 | 

Sir Paul, 1 ſuppoſe they have been laying their heads to- 
gether. | 

Lord F. roth. How ? 


Sir Paul. Nay, only : about poetry, 1 ſoppoſe, ay ln 
mo couplets, 


ord Freth. Couplets “! 
| i Pau, O, here they comme | Tate 
s C EN E XXII. Gin don 


MYTH 


[To them] k FROTN, BRISK." 


. id. My, Lord, your humble ſervant : Sir Penh goon 
—the fineſt night! 8 


Lady Frotb. My dear, Mr br and 1 hows 2 Kar- 
gazing, I don't know how long. 


Sir Paul. Does it not tire your Ladyſhip.; are you not 


_ weary with looking up ? 
| "Lady Froth. Oh,; no, 1 love it violently: —— My dear, 


you're melancholy. 
Lord Froth. No, my dear; I'm but juſt awake, ——- 
Lady Freth. Snuff ſome of. my ſpirit of hartiſhotn. 78 
Lord Frotb. I've ſome of my own, thank you, my dear. 
Lady Froth. Wel, 1 ſwear, Mr Brisk, you. underſtood 
aſtronomy like an old Egyptian. PAT” 54 n F 
Britt. Not compurably to your Ladyfhiþ;/ you are the 
very Cynthia of the ſkies, and queen of ſtars. 
Lady Froth. That's betauſe l have no light, bur what's 
+ by refſection from you who are ſunun. 
Briil. Madam, you have U rr wie quite, ler me pe- 
rim I ant anſwer that. 
Lady Froth, No . oy you and 1 Lo 
an\glatanacrtogether#+ i if es 
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Brist. With all my ſoul.— Your Ladyſhip has made me 
the man in't already, Im ſo full of the wounds * you 
have given. 

Lady Froth. O finely taken! 1 2 now you are even 
with me. O Parnaſſus! you have an infinite deal of wit. 

Sir Paul. So he has, Gadſbud, and ſo has your Lady ſhip. 


YR „ CEN EE XXII. 
[Ts them] Lady PLYANT, CARELESS, CYNTHIA, 
'Lady Plyant. You tell me moſt furpriog things; bleſs 
me, who would ever truſt a man! O my heart akes for 
fear they ſhould be all deceitful alike. * 
Care. You need not fear, Madam, you have charms to fix 
ancouſtancy itſelf. 
Lady Phant. O dear, you make me bluſh. 


Lord Froth. Come, my dear, ſhall we take leave of my | 


Lord and my Lady? 
cn. They'll wait upon your Lordſhip preſently. 
Lady Froth. Mr Brisk, my coach ſhall fer you down. 
th What's the matter? 
| [4 great ſpriet frem the corner of the flage. 


8 c R N E XXIII. 


[To, them] Lady TOUCH WOOD runs out affrighted, my bord 
dfter her, like a parſon, * 
Lady Touch, O I'm betray'd—Saye me, help me. 
Lord Touch. Now, what evaſion, ſtrumpet-? 
aady. Touch. Stand off, let me go. 
Tord Touch, Go, and thy own infamy purſue thee. = — 
127 ſtare as you were all amazed—1 don't wonder at it. 


* L499 Japan n I. know mine, and that woman's ſhame. 5 
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Lord TOUCH WOON, LerarRorRH, Lady FROTH, Lady 
-PLYANT,. Sir PAUL, CYNTHIA, -MELLEFONT, 
MAS< WELL ; Mellefont diſtuiſe d in 4 parſon's habit, and 
42 in omg {pl 


. . Nay, by Heay' n, you hal be- ſeen,—Carelefs, 
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ww THE DOUBLE-DEALER,” 
your hand: Do you hold down your head? Yes, I 
um your chaplain; look in the face n __ wo, 
thou wonder of atl falſchood. 
1: Lord: Tuch. Are you filent, monſter? 
Mel. Good Heav'ns.!- How: I beliey'd and Jov'd this 
man Take him hence, for he's a diſeaſe to my _m_ 
Lord Toxch. Secure that manifold villain. 
a | [Servants ſeize him. 
Cre. Miracle of ingratitude!” | ' * 
ih all ſurprifing, let me pexi 1 
We, ry Vid on nov 1 6 datum look" x lil 
more angry than uſual. ah 
Lord Touch. We'll think of puniſhment at teffare, * 
let me haſten to do juſtice, in rewarding virtue and wrong d 
Innocence. eber, þ "be I Pore nay axes * 
Cynrhia's. © 
Mel. We are your Lorddhip © comndures.! 15 U 
Lord Touth. Aud each others comfort Let me join 


an; en Te nights, and wit day tend 
. both; mutual love, laſting health, and &rclia Joys, 


tread round each happy year of your long lives. 


Ler ſecret villainy from. hence be warn d; 

Howe er in private miſchiefs are conceiv d, 

Torture and thame attend their open birth; R 

Like vipers in the womb, baſe treachery lyes, 
Arfyir 
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To the Right tt 
HA NLE. S. 
| Earl of DoxsET and MID DLESEx, 


Lord Chamberlain of his Majeſty's Houſhold, 
and Knight of the Moſt Noble Order of the 
Garter, &c. 


My Lonp, 
A wa YOUNG poet is liable to the ſame vanity 


indiſcretion with a young lover; and 

the great man who ſmiles upon one, and the fine 

woman who looks kindly upon the other, are both 

of them in danger of having the favour publiſhed 
with the firſt opportunity. 

But there may be a different motive, which will 

a little diſtinguiſh the offenders. For though one 


ſhould have a vanity ia ruining another's reputa- 


tion, yet the other may only have an ambition to 
advance his own, And I beg leave, my Lord, 
that I may plcad the latter, both as the cauſe and 
excule of this dedication. 

Whoever is king, is alſo the father of his coun- 
try; and as nobody can diſpute your Lordſhip's 
monarchy*in poetry; ſo all that are concerned, 
ought to acknowledge your univerſal patronage; 
and it is only preſuming on the privilege of a loyal 

R. 


ASE A-J.1I.1T 0 


% DEDICATION. 1 


ſubject, that I have ventured, to | make, this. my ad- 
dreſs of thanks to your Lordthip ; which, at the 
ame time, includes a prayer for your protection. 

Lam not ignorant of the common form of poeti- 
cal dedications, which are generally made up of pa- 
negyriess where the authors endeayour to ꝗiſtinguiſh 
their patrons, by the ſhining characters they give 
them above other men. But chat, my Lord, is 
not my buſineſs at this time, nor is your Lordſtip 
now to be diſtinguiſhed. I am contented with 
the honour I do myſelf in this epiſtle, without the 
vanity of attempting to add to, or explain four 
Lordſhbip's'tharatter, | 

I confeſs it is not without ſome mand that 
I behave myſelf in this cafe. as I ought; for it is 
very hard to be pleaſed with a ſubject, and yet for · 
bear it. But I chooſe rather to follow Pliny's pre- 
cept, than his example, when in his panegyric to- 
the Emperor Trajan, he fays, 

e Nee minus confiderabo quid aures ejus pati rue 
* Quam quid virtutibus debeatur.” 

I hope I may be excuſed the pedantry of a quo- 
tation, when it is ſo juſtly applied, Here are ſome 
lines in the print, (and which your Lordſhip read 
before this play was acted) that were omitted on 
the ſtage, and particularly one whole ſcene in the 
third act, which not only helps the deſign forward 
with lefs precipitation, but alſo heightens the ridi- 
culous character of Foreſight, which indeed ſeems 
to be maimed without it. But I found myſelf in 
great —_ of a long play, and was glad to ap 


it where 1 could. Though notwithſtanding” my 
care; and che kim reception it had from the town, 
F could heartily wiſh ĩt yet ſhorter ; but che number 
of different characters repraſentsl in it, would have 
deen too much crow@ed/tn leſs roam. 
This reflection on prolixity, (a fault, for which 
ſcaree any one beauty will atone) warns me not to 
be tedious now, and un bert nnr 
logge" with the ite of, 10 


My LORD, 
Tour Lordihig's molt obedient, 
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Spoken at the opening of 1. New net” 
By Mr BETTERTO x. trad 


HE hvfbandmay in vain renews his toil, 

To cultivate each year a hungry ſoil; 
And fondly hopes for rich and generous fruit, 
When what ſhould feed the tree, devours the root; 
Th' unladen boughs, he ſees, bode certain dearth, 
Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly earth. 


Bo, the poor huſbands of the ſtage, who found 
Their labours loſt upon ungrateful ground, 


This laſt and only remedy have prov'd; | 
And hope new fruit from ancient ſtocks remov'd. 


Well may they hope, when you ſo kindly aid, 


Well plant a foil which you ſo rich have made. 

As Nature gave the world to-man's firſt age, 

So from your bounty we receive this ſtage ; 

The freedom man was born to, you've reſtor'd, 

And to our world ſuch plenty you afford, 5 
It ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord. 

But fince in paradiſe frail fleſh gave way, 

And when hut two were made, both went aſtray ; 
Forbear your wouder and the fault forgive, 

If in our larger family we grieve 5 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 

We who remain, would gratefully repay 

What our endeavours can, and bring, this day, 5 
The firſt- fruit offering of a virgin play. 


We hope there's ſomething that may pleaſe each taſte, 


And though of homely fare we make the feaſt, 
Yet you will find variety at leaſt. 
There's humour, which for chearful friends we got, 


And for the thinking party there's a plot. 
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We've ſomething too, to gratify ill nature, 
(If there be any here) and that is ſatire. 


Though ſatire ſcarte dares grin, tis grown ſo mild, 


Or only ſhews its teeth as if it ſmil'd, 

As aſſes thiſtles, poets / mumble wit, 

And date not bite, for fear of being bit. 

They hold their pens, as ſwords are held by fools, 
And are afraid to uſe their own edge- tools. 
Since the Plain-Dealer's ſcenes of manly rage, 
Not one has dar d to laſh this crying age. 
This time, the poet owns the bokd eflay, 

Yet hopes there's no ill-manners in his play: 
And he declares by me, he has deſign d 
Affront to none, but frankly ſpeaks his mind, 
And ſhon'd th' enſuing ſcenes not chance to hit, 
He offers but this one excuſe, 'twas writ 
Before your late encouragement of wit. 


—— 5 


— 8 9 
Dramatis Perſona, 
| M E N. 
Sir SAMT8ON T. 2 father | 
ta Valentine and 24 W 
VALENTINE, fallen — > WAP} (oa 


father's diſpleaſyre by his ex- { 
penſi ve way of living, in love 
with 9 
SCANDAL; 2 free 
5 | [1 Mr SMITH. + 
TATTLE, a half-witted beau, 
vain of his amours, yet va- Nr bob 
8 himſelf — F 
BE u, Sir Sampſon's younger ſon, 
half home Seed, and half ſea- 
” bred, deſigned to marry Miſt 
Prue, 
For esIGHT, an ilbterate old 
fellow, peeviſh and poſitive, | | 
' ſuperſtitious, and pretending a 7 
ro underſtand aſtrology, pal- > Mr 1 bes: 
miſtry, phyſiognomy, omens, | 
dreams, &c. uncle” to Auge. H in 1 £ 


Mr BETTER ron. 


Mr Doc r. 
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RAPLAND, a ſerivener, TT Mr Trx1yFUsI9 
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Val. And d' ye uo _ you to breakfalt—— here's * 
page doubled down in Epictetus, that is a. feaſt for an | 


Emperor, 


Fer. Was Epicetus a real cook, or 42 bevuly wiite res 


ccipts 8? 


to live bilo 


"= Epitetus? 


eee. nnn, 


Ine 15m ndl 
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Val. fee, take anay 1) wall rr, . | 
geſt what | have read. | N | 
Jer. Yowll grow deviliſh fat upon this paper diet. 


* 


| 

al. Read, read, firrah, and refine your Wjtite; Lare 1 

firition; feaſt your mind, and martify "nn 

your fleſh; ,xead, and take your wouriſhenent in at your 

eyes; ſhut up your mouth, aud yp ny N poge- under- ; 
landing; ſo Epicgett adi. D 8 U8T e 

Jer. O Lord! I have heard much of. hich, x hes 1 

waited upon a gentleman at Cambridge; pray het . 
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Fer. Humph, and ſo he has made a very fine ſeaſt where 


there is nothing to be eaten? 

Val. Yes. | | 

Jer. Sir, you're a gentleman, and probably underſtand 
this fine feeding; but if you pleaſe, I had rather be at 
Board - wages. Does your Epictetus, or your Seneca here, 
or any of theſe poor rich rogueg, teach you how to pay 
your debts without money? Will they ſhut up the mouths 
of your greditors. ? Will Plato be bail, for you? or Dio- 
genes, becauſe he underſtands confinement, and'liv'd in a 
tub, go to. priſon for you? 'Slife, Sir, what do you mean? 
to, mew yourſelf up here with three or four muſty books, 
in commendation. of ſtarving and poetry. 

Val. Why, Sirrah, I have no money, you know it; and 
therefore reſolve; to tail at all that have; and in that I but 
follow the examples of the wiſeſt and wittieſt men in all 
ages; theſe poets and philoſophers whom you naturally 
hate, for juſt ſuch another reaſon, becauſe they a abound in 
ſenſe, and you axe a fool. 

Jer. Ay, Sir, I am a fool, I know. it it ; and 1855 Heaven 
Kelp me, I'm poox enough to be a WADA 5.9 | was always 
a fool, when I told ou what your expences would bring 
you to; your coaches, and your liveries, your treats, and 
your balls ; your being in love with a lady, that, did, dot 
care, a farthing for jou in your profperity, z and kcepiug 
company with wits, that car'd for nothing but your pro- 
ſperity, and now when you are poor, hate you as much as 

they do one, another, 

Val, Well, and now I am poor, I have an opportunity 
to be reyenged on them all; III. purſug Angelica with 
more love than ever, and appear more notoriouſly ber a0. 
mirer An this reſtraint, than when I openly rival'd the rich 
 fops. that made court to her; ſo-thall my poverty be a 
mortiſication to her pride, and perhaps make her compaE 
ſionate the love, which has priueipally reduced me to this 
w neſß of fortupe.. And for the wits, I'm ſure I am in a 
condition to be even. math, eee | 
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Der. Nay, your condition is r with dhe 
that's the truth on't. 

Val. I'll take fome of their trade out of their hands. 

Jer. Now heaven of mercy continue the tax upon paper:! 
you don't mean to write ! f 

Val. Yes, I do; I'll write a play. 

Jer. Hem !—Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a ſmall certifi- 
cate of three lines only to certify thoſe whom it may con- 
cern, that the bearer hereof, Jeremy Fetch by name, has 
for the ſpace of ſeven yeats, truly and faithfully ſerved 
Valentine Legend, Eſq; and that he is not now turned 
away for any miſdemeanour, but does voluntarily diſmiſe 
his maſter from any ſuture authority over him—— 

Val. No, ſirrah, you ſhall live with me ſtill. 

Jer. Sir, *tis impoſſible I may die with you, ſtarve with 
you, or be damn'd with your works; but to live, even 
three days, the life of a play, I no more expect it, than to 
be 'canonized for a muſe after my deceaſe. 

Val. You are witty, you rogue, I ſhall want your help; 
I' have you learn to make couplets, to tag the end of acts, 
dye hear; get the maids to crambo in an evening, and 
learn the knack of rhyming, you may arrive at the height 
of a ſong ſent by au vakuown hand,” .or a chocolate-houſe 
lampoon. 

Jer. Bur, Sir, is this the way to recover your father's fa- 
our ? Why, vir Sampſon will be irreconcilable. If your 
younger brother ſhould come from ſea, he'd never look 
Ten you again. You're undone, Sir, you're ruin'd, you 
won't have a friend left in the world if you turn poet 
Ah, confound that Will's coffeehouſe, it has ruined more 
| youny men than the Royal Oak lottery nothing thrives 
that belongs to't. The man of the houſe would have been 
n alderman by this time with balf the trade, if he had 
ſet i up in the city. For my part, I never fit at the door, 
That 1 don't get double the ſtomach that I do at a horſe- 
race The air upon Banſtead downs is nothing to it for a 
whetter; yet I never fee it, but the ſpirit of famine ap- 
pears to me, ſometimes like a decay'd porter, worn out 
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with Pimiping, 1nd carrying billets-dour and ſongs 3 not 
like other porters for hire, but for the jeſt's ſake. Now 
Iike a tin chairman, melted down to half his proportion, 
with catrying a poet upon tick, to viſit ſome great fortune, 
and his fare to be paid him like the wages of ſin, * at 
_ day of marriage, or the day of death. 
Val. Very well, Sir; can you proceed? 1 

Fer. ea like a bilk'd bookſeller, with à meagre 
tebtigecd countenance, that looks as if he had written for 
himſelf, or were reſolv'd to turn author, and bring the reſt 
of his brethren into the ſame condition. And laſtly, in 
the form of a worn-out punk, with verſes in her hand, 
which her vanity had preferr'd to ſettlements, without a 
whole tatter to her tail, brit as ragged as one of the muſes; 
or as if the were carrying her linen to the paper-mill, to 
de converted into folio books, of warning to all young 
maids, not to prefer poetry to good ſenſe, or lying in the 
arms of a ncedy wit, before the embraces of a wealthy 
0086-57 5 | 


e deen SCENE II. 


_* YA LENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY, 
Scan. What, Jeremy bolding fort!? 6 
Val. The rogue has (with all the wit he could aſc 
up) been declaiming againſt wit. 
Scan. Ay? why then I'm afraid Jeremy has wit: for 
- where-ever it is, tis always contriving its own ruin. 
Fer. Why, ſo | have been telling my maſter, Sir: Mr. 
Scandal, for Heaven's ſake, Sir, try if you can difluace 
- him from turning poet. | 
Scan. Poet be ſhall turn ſoldier Grſt, and rather depend 
upon the outſide of his head, than the lining Why, what 
the devil has not your poverty made you enemies enough? 
muſt you needs ſhew your wit to get more ? | 
Jer. Ay, more indeed; for who cares for any body that 
has more wit than himſelf ? A 
2 
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Scan. [Jeremy ſpeaks | like an oracle. Don't yau ſee how 
worthleſs" reat men, and dull rich rogues, avoid a witty. 
man of ſmall fortune'? Why, he looks like a writ, of en· 
quiry into their titles and eſtates; and ſcems commiſſion 4 
by Heav'i to ſeine the better half. 

Val:'Therefore I would rail id my Sang aud be 1 re- 
venged. + 

Sau. Rail? at whom? the whole world impotent and 
vain! who would die a martyr to ſenſe in a country where 
the religion is folly ? you may ſtand at bay for a while; 
but when the full cry is againſt you, you ſhan't have fair 
play for your life. If you can't be fairly run down by the 
hounds, you will be treacherouſly ſhot by the huntſinen, 
No, turn pimp, flatterer, quack, lawyer, parſon, be chap» 
lain to au atheiſt, or ſtallion to an old woman, any thing 
but poet; à modern poet is worſe, more ſervile, timorous, 
and fawhing, than any I have nam'd : without you 
could rettieve the ancient honours of the name, recall the 
Nape'sf Athens, and be allow'd the force of open boneſt 
ſatire. 

Val. You are as inveterate againſt our poets, as if .your 
character had been lately expoſed upon the ſtage—— Nay, 
I am not violently bent upon the trade.—| One knocks.) je- 
remy, ſe! who's there. er. goes to the door.) But tell me 
what you would have me do? What does the world ay 
of me, and my forc'd confinement ? 

Kan The” world behaves itſelf, as it uſes to do on 
ſome occaſions; ſome pity you, and condema your fa- 
ther; others excuſe him and blame you; only the ladies 
are merciful, ' and with you well; fince love and pleaſur- 
able _—_ — been your greateſt faults. | 

dasuflih. as Jeremy relurns. 

Val. How er 

Vr. Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatched ſome half a 
dozen duns with as much dexterity as a hungry judge 
does cauſes at dinney-time. 

Val What anſwer have you given em? 

Staa. Patience, 1 * ww receIpt. 

Yor. I. 


| 
| 


— 
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Jer. No faich. Sir; I have put em off ſo long with pa · 
tience and forbearance, and other fair words, that I was 
forc'd-naw to tell em in enn f 
Val. What? 

Jer. That they ſhould he ee 

Val. When ? 

Fer. 'To-morrow. 

Vol. And how. the devil ds you mean. to keep your 
yy bed +2: 

Jer. Keep it? not at all; * fas bun ene 
ftretch'd, that I reckon it will break of courſe' by to-mor. 
row, and no body be ſurpriſed at the matter [Knocking.] 


Again! Sir, Enn hemp negacierien, ill you de 


N 2 theſe yourſelf? ut 10 . 0 
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$CENE mn. | 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL” 


"Pol. By this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to 7 
great; ſecretaries of ſtate, preſidents of the council, and 
generals of the army lead Juſt ſuch a life as I do; have 
Juſt ſuch crouds of viſitants in a morning, all ſoliciting of 
paſt promiſes; which are but a civiller ſort of duns, that 
lay claim to voluntary debts. _ 

Scan. And you, like a true great A baviog engaged 
2 attendance, and promiſed more than ever you in- 

nded to perform, are more perplexed to find evalions 
you would be to invent the honeſt means, of keeping 
b word, and gratify ing your creditors. 
Val. Scandal, learn to ſpare your friends, and do not 
e your enemies: this liberty of your tongue will one 
_ Gay. EAN confinement on your body, anime, Oh 


$CENE iv. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 
"95.0 Sit, there's Trapland the wer, with (wo 
* 0 


11 
71 


— 


Lo VEP OR LOVE. 40% 


ſuſpicious. fellows like lawful pads, that would knock a 
man down with pocket tip taves—and there's your father's 
ſteward, and the nurſe with one of your err 
Twitnam. 

Val. Pox on her, cou'd ſhe find no other time to fling 
my fins in my face? here, give her this, [Gives moncy. ] and 
bid her trouble me no more; a thoughtleſd, two-handed 
whore, ſhe knows my condition well enough, and might 
have overlaid the child a fortaight ago, if ue had had avy 
forecaſt in her. 

Scan, What, is it bouncing Margery _ my godfon ? 

Yes, Sir. 

j cate My bleſſing to the boy, with this token [Giver mes 
ney. Jof my love. And d'ye hear, bid Margery put more 
flocks in her bed, ſhift twice a week, and not work ſo hard 
that ſhe may not ſmell ſo vigorouſly. I ſhall take the air 
* Shortly, 

Val "Scandal, dan't ſpoil my boy's milk: bid Trapland 
come in. If I can give that Cerberus a ſop, I ſhall be at 
reſt for one day. 


I Lie) I \ 


SC E N E V. 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL TRAPLAND, JE 


Val. O Mr Trapland! my old friend! welcome; Jeremy, 
a chair quickly ; 3 2 bottle of ſack and a toaſt——fly——a 
chair firſt. 

Trap, A good morning to you, Mr Valentine, and to you 
Mr Scandal.* 

75 The morning s a very good morning, if you don't 
poi it. 

Pal. Come fit down, you know his way. | | 

Trap. ſits.] There is a debt, Mr Valentine, of fifteen | 
hundred pounds of pretty long ſtanding: 

Val. 1 cannot talk about buhneſs with a thickly palate. 
Sirrah, the ſack. 

Trap. And I deſire to know what courſe you have taken 
for the payment? 
Sa 
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+ Vol. Faith and troth, I am heartily glad, to ſee you 
| wy err youu———fill, fill, to nal} or Trapland, 
, . N 
Trap. Hold, freetheart———thia is not our rem 
my —— vou, Mr ee I have forborn 
as long 

al., T. other glaſs, and ** we'll tak al, an, 

Dap. No more, in truth -I have forborn, I ſay 

Vol. Sirrah, fill when I bid you——and how does your 
handſome daughter ? Come, a good huſband to her. 

(Drinks, 
Trep. Thank vou—1 have been out of this money 
Val. Drink firſt. Scandal, why do you not drink ? 
I Tb drin. 
Trap. And in ſhort, hind hob off uo longer. 

Val. I was much obliged to you for your ſupply: it did 
me ſignal ſervice in my neceſſity. But you a delight in doing 
gqod—Scandal, drink to me, my friend Trapland's health. 
An honeſter man lives not, nor one more ready to ſerve 
his friend in diſtreſs ; ; though 1 fay it to his face. Come, 
f1l each man his glaſs, | 

Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a whoremaſter, 
and loves a wench ſtill. You never knew a PR” 
that was not an honeſt fellow. ih 
4 Trap, Fy, Mr Scandal, you never knew—— A * ä 
San. What, don t I know }——1 know the buxom black 
widow in the Poultry eight hundred pound a-year, join- 
ture, and two thouſand pound in money. Ahah ! old Trap. 

Val. Say you fo, i'faith? come, we'll rEmember the 
widow : 1 know whereabouts you are; come, to the wi- 
dow 

Tag. No more,: indoor 3s: Y 
Pal. What, the widow's health; give it 1 with 
it; {They arint.] A lovely girl, i'fanth, black iparklingeyes, 
ſoſt pouting ruby lips — og W than ahoad 
for.a million, ha!! 1 qu qi 
Trap. No, no, e no boch aun wed better mina 


our buſmeſs . you're a wag. bn” M G 
SO 
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Fal. No faith, we'll thitid the widow's buſineſs, fill a- 
zin pretty round heaving breaſts, a Barbary ſhape, 
and a jut with her bum, would ſtir an anchorite; and the 
prettieſt foot! Oh, if a'man could but faſten his eyes to- 
Her feet; as they ſteal in and out, and play at — un- 
der her petticoats; ; ah, Mr Trapland ? 

Trop. Verily, give me a en re a wag—and here's 
to the widow. [Drinks. 

San. He begins to chuckle ;—ply him cloſe, or en re- 


kpſc into a dun. 


s c EN E VL 
[To them] OFFICER, 


Of By your leave, gentlemen,—Mr Trapland, if we 
| mult do our office, tell us we have half a dozen gentle- 
men to arreſt in Pall-mall and Covent-garden ; and if we 
don't make haſte, the chairmen will be abroad, and block 
up the chocolate-houſes, and then our labour's loſt. 

Trap. Udio, that's true, Mr Valentine, I love mirth, 
but buſineſs muſt be done; are you ready to 

Jer. Sir, your father's ſteward ſays he comes to make 
propoſals concerning your debts. 

Val. Bid him come in; Mr Trapland, ſend away your 
officer, you ſhall have an r preſently. a 

Trap. Mr Snap, ſtay within call. 


3 E N E VII 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TRAPLAND, IZE. 
REMY, STEWARD, who whiſpers Valentine. 


Scan. Here's a dog now, 2 traitor in his wine; —ſirtah, 
refund the ſack; Jercmy, fetch him ſome warm water, or 
I'll rip up his ſtomach, and go the ſhorteſt way to his con- 

FM | | 


Trap. Mr Scandal, you oy uncivil; 1 did not value 
3 
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your ſack; but eee be. it again, when 1 have 


drunk it. aun | Aera Qt, 58 LEE 11 10120 
Scan. 2 you expe to have: your money a 
gain, when a gentleman; bas ſpent. it? do ust 


Val. You need ſay no more, I andlerſiand e | 
they are very bard, but my neceſſity is very preſſing; I 
agree to em. Take Mr Trapland with you, and let him 
draw the writing — Mr Trapland, you know this man, he 
Mall ſatisfy ou. 

Trap. Sincerely, I am loth to be thus preſſing, but my 
neceſſity 

Val. No apology, good Mr Serivener, you ſhall be paid. 

Trop. I hope you forgive me, my buſineſs —_—_— 


SCENE vm. 
e 
VAI EN TIN E, SCANDAL. 


Scan. He begs pardon like a hangman at an execution. 

Pal. But I have got a reprieve. 

S-an. I am ſurpriz d; what, does your father relent ? 
Pal. No; he has. ſent me the hardeſt conditions in the 
world; you have heard of a' booby brother of mine, that 
was ſent to ſea three years ago? This brother, my father 
hears is landed; whereupon he very affeQtionately ſends 
me word, if I will make a deed of conveyance of my right 
to his eſtate after His death, to my younger —_— he 
will immediately Furniſh me with four thouſand” frm to 
pay my debts, and make my fortune. This once 
propos d before, and I refus'd it; but the preſent impa- 
tience of my creditors for their money, and m own! impa- 
tiente of confinement, and Wannen from Angeli 
einne Ut 9 7 3014 
Stan. A very deſperate enn of your Al ; 
Angelica; and | yu the has never given you ay affur- 
* oi hers. 2 * 
N bee temper, me never gave we ay great | 
rrafol either for hope or veſpai, 
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„San. Women of her airy; temper, as they ſeldom think 
before. they act, ſo they rarely give us any light to gueſs at 
hat they mean: but you bave little reaſon to believe that 
a woman of this age, who has had an indiſſerence for you ia 
your proſperity, will fall in love with your ill- fortune; be- 
ſides, Angelica has a great fortune of her own; and great 
— cither expect n great fortune, or a fool. 


«, v ne 


en N A . 


[Te them} JEREMY. A a0 
© Fer.” More misfortune, Sir. 1 
Val. What, another dun? 
Jer. No, Sir, but Mr Tattle is come to wait upon 
Val. Well, 1 can't help it ou muſt bring hint ups 
he knows I don't n abroad. 
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\ Sean, Pox on bim, Vn be gone. wt | 
ok No, pr 'ythee ſtay : Tattle and you mould never 
be aſunder : von are light and ſhadow, and ſhew one an- 
W he i is perfectly thy reverſe both in humour and un- 
derſtanding; and, as you ſet up for W be is a 
mender of reputations. ; 1 
Scan. A mender of reputations! ay, juſt, as * a 
Eteper, of ſecrets, . another virtue that be ſets up ſor in 
the ſame manner. For the rogue will ſpeak aloud in the 
2 of a whiſpet; and deny a woman's. name, while 
he gives you the marks of her perſon: be will forſwcar 
receiving a letter from her, and at the ſame time ſhe w you 
her hand in the ſuperſeription; and et perhaps be has 
- cotlnterfeited the hand too, and {worn to a wth; hut he 
hopes not to be believed; and refuſes the reputation of a 
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lady's favour, as a Doctor ſays; No, to a biſhopvie, only 
that it may be granted him — In ſhort, he is a public 
profeſſor of ſecrecy, and makes proclamation Is 
FREE intelligence; —He's here. 
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Tro them] TAT TIL E. 


Tat., Valentine, good morrow; Scandal, I am yours, 
hat is, when you ſpeak well of me. 

Scan. That is, when Iam yours; for while I am my own, 
or any body's elſe, that will never happen. 


Tat. How inhuman! 
al. Why, Tattle, you need not be much 8 at 


ane he ſays: for to converſe with Scandal, is to 
play Loſing Loadum; you muſt loſe a good name to him, 
before you can win it for yourſelf. | 

Tat. But how barbarous that is, and how unfortunate 
for him, that the world ſhall think the better of any 
perſon ſor his calumniation! — I thank Heav'n, it bas al- 
ways been a part of my character, to hangle xhe reputa- 
tion of others very tenderly indeed. 
Seen. Ay, ſuch rotten reputations as you hare to deal 

Vith, are to be handled tenderly indeed. 

Tat. Nay, but why rotten? Why ſhould you for, rot- 

ten, when you know not the perſons of whom you. tp cak 


| How cruel that is! ; 
Val. Not know 'em ? Why, thou never hadſt to do with 


any body that did not ſtink to all the toẽ n. 72 1 

Tat. Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a jeſt of i it a 
For there is nothing more known, than that nobody knows 
any thing of the nnture of me. As I hope to be fav'd, va- 
lentine, 1 {RoW Expos Ly a woman, fince 1 knew what wo- 
man was. 

Val. And yet you have con vers d with ſeveral, 
Tat. I'd be free with you, I have—————1 don't care 


if 1 own that—— Nay more (I'm going to fay a bold word 
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now) I never eduld meddle with a woman that had W. 
with any body clic. 

Scan. How 

Val. Nay, faith, I'm apt to 3 W her 
huſband, Tattle. 

Tat. Oh, that 

Scan. What think you of that noble commoner Mrs 

Drab ? 
Tut. Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her brags 
in three or four places, that I ſaid this and that, and writ 
to her, and did I know not what But upon my repu- 
tion, ſhe did me wrong Well, well, that was malice 
But I know the bottom of it. She was brib'd to that by 
ene we gll know A man too. Only to bring me into 
i with a certaia woman of quality. 

Scan. Whom we allfknow. | 
Tat. No matter for that Yes, yes, rare 
knows No doubt on't, every body knows my ſecrets 
But I ſoon ſatisfied the Lady of my innocence; for I told 
her Madam, ſays I, there are ſome perſons who make 
it their buſineſs to tell ſtories, and ſay this and that of one 
and t 'other, and every thing in the world; _ 2 I, if 
your Grace: 

* Scan. Grace! 

Tat. O Lord, what have 1 fad ? My unlucky tongue! 

Val. Ha, ha, ha. 

Scan. Why, Tattle, thou haſt more impudence than one 
can in reaſon expect: I ſhall have an eſteem for thee, well, 


. and ha, ha, ha, well, 55 on, and what did you lay to her 


Gth& 2 © 6s 

Val, I confeſs this is ſomerding extraordinary... 

Tat. Not a word, as I hope to be fav'd ; an arrant lap- 
fs Tint te Comte, let talk of ſomething elſe. / 

Val. Well, how did you acquit yourſelf? 
Tut. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally'd with 
you — a woman of ordinary rank was a little jealous of 
me, and I told her ſomething or other, faith Ikno not 


what—Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe. [Hums s ſong, 


— 


'L 
1 
'F 
'® 
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nne alone, e we ſhould 
_ enquire. - 


Tat. Valentine, I ſupp'd laſt night with your miſtreſs, 


adder uncle old Forefight : 1 think 222 father lyes at 
Forefight's. 


Val. Yes. 

Fat. Upon my ſoul, Angeles $ 2 ** woman And 
ſo is Mrs Forelight, and her ſiſter Mrs Frail. 
Scan. Yes, Mrs Frail is . 


14 


ker. 

Ta. Oh, that i is not fair, ' 
Scan. What? 7 7 a 

Tat. To tell. 


Scan. rn Why, what do you know of Me 
Frail? 4. 
Tot. Who, IT? Upon my honour 1 don't abs whether 
— conf, but by the ſmoothneſs of lier 
chin, and eee 
Scan. No! 
Tat. No. 
Scan. She ſays otherwiſe. 
Tat. Impoſſible l. re 
Stan. Yes faith. Aſk Valentine elſe. | 
Tet. Why then, as I hope to be fay'd, I heliewe a 
woman only obliges a man to ſecrecy, that ſhe may have 
the pleaſure of telling herſelf. 
Scam. No doubt on't. Well, but has as: Wane you 
wrong, or no? You have had her? Ha? 
Tat. Tho' 1 have more honour than to tell firſt, 
T have more manners than to contradict what u ladyihas 
declar'd. / - a em 11 wore nv 
Scans Well, you on it? 4 21 ww 
x, * — furgaia'd ves, e 
HY ie taxes me with it, 
Scan. Shel be here by and by, n. b. Yleatine ever 
ebnen | od ; _ a 
5 3 At 10 urn YI! 2107 lied 
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Pal. She docs me the favour—lI mean of a viſit ſome- 
dimes. 1 did not think ſhe had granted more to anybody. 
Scan. Nor I, faith But Tattle does not uſe to belic a 
lady; it is contrary to his character How one . vn; 
deceiv'd in a woman, Valentine! | 
Tot. Nay, what do you mean, — 
Scan. I'm refylv'd VL atk ber, | W 
172. 0 barbarous Why, did you not tell me f— | 
Scan. No, you told us. | TT 
"Tat. And bid me aſk Valentine? of 
Val. What did I fay? I hope you won't bring me to con · 
ſeſs an anſwer, when you never aſk'd me the queltion ? 
Tat. But, gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman IN 
. 
Pat. Nay, 11 you have known Scandal thus Jong, and 
cannot avoid ſuch a palpable decoy as this was; the ladies 


have a fine time, whoſe reputarions arc in your keeping. 


s c E N B XII. 


[To them] JEREMY, 
Is. Sir, Mrs Prail has ſent to know if you are ftir- 


Vl Shew her up when ſhe comes. 


ad em 26 


SCENE XN. 
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\ , VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TATTLE,, 
zin 


$4 Tet. Pl * gone. 

Val. You'll meet her. 

Tat. 1s there not a back way ? A 
| Val If there. were; you bave more diſcretion Tag ts 
give Scandal ſuch an advantage; why, your running away 
will prove all that be can tell her. 

Tat. Scandal, you will not be ſo ungenerous,—D, I 
{þall loſe my reputation of ſecrecy for ever r than 
never be receiv'd but upon public days; and my viſits will 
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never be admxtted bexopd. a, draving;room:; I ſhall never 
ſee a bed-chamber again, never be lock d 1 in a cloſet, not 
run bekigd A. Argen, or under a, table; never be diſtin- 
guiſh'd among the waiting women by the name of wy 
Mr Tattle more You will nat be fo cruel. 

Val. Scandal, have pity N he'll. 1 3 to 77 0 con- 
ditions. tet: ©. * 

Tat, Any, any tems · 

Seon. Come then, ſacrifice halt a 28 Went good 
reputation to me preſently———Come, where are you fa- 

liar And fee that they are women of quality too, 

e firſt quality 

5 Tis very, hard Won t a baronet's lady paſs? 

" Scan. No, nothing under a right honourable.  _ 

. Tat. O inhuman! you don't expect their names 7 f 

Son, No, their titles ſhall (erve, | 

Tat. Alas, that's the ſame thing: pray ſpare me their 
titles; l l deſcribe their perſons. 
Scan. Well, begin then: but take notice, if you are fa. 


6 il a painter, that I cannot know the per fon by your pic- 


ture of ber, you muſt. be condemn d, (Aike other bad Pain. 
ters, to write the name at the bottom. 


- Tat. Well, fieſt then— bs 4 ; ; f Le 541 


n cob C8 5008 rok vor 1 
les, them], Nre FRAIL. _ 


Tut. Swödttrinste ſhe's come already; wil you have 


patience till another time — 'I double the number. 


Scan. Well, on chat rr heed vou Yon'e 
> OS 
Mre Frail. 1 mall get a fine reputation, b cortting 
to fee ſellows in a morning. Scandal, you devil, are you 
here too? Oh Mr Tattle, enery thing i is fafe wick ce 


o l 


Scan. Tattle. 2 
Tut. Mum— O Madam, ”= 801 me too —— wege 
: 36> 28 4 29. 14 


6 
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Vi Well, Lady galloper, how does 7 hs, 

"Mrs Frail. Annetica? manners! *- 3 

Vat. What, you will allow an abſent NY mo IT 

Mrs Frait. No, Fil allow a lover prefent with his mi; 
fireſs to be particular——But otherwiſe I think his paſſion 
ought to give place to his manners. | 

Val. But what if he has more paſſion than manners? 

Mrs Frail. Then let him marry and reform. 

"Val. Marriage indeed may qualify the fury of his paſſion, 
but it very rarely mends a man's manners. 

Mrs Frail. Lou are the moſt miſtaken in the world; 
there is no creature perfectly civil, but a huſband, For 
in a little time he grows only rude to his wife, and that 
is the bigheſt good breeding, for it begets his civility to 
other peoples Well, III tell you news; but I ſuppoſe 
you hear your brother Benjamin is landed. And my bro- 
ther Foreſight? s daughter is come out of the country 
I-afſure you there's a match talk d of by the old people 
Well, if he be but as great a fea-beaſt, as ſhe is a land- 
monſter, we ſhall have a moſt amphibious breed The 
progeny will be all otters; he has been bred at ſea, and 
ſhe has never been out of the country. 

Val, Pox take em, their conjunction bodes me no good, 
I'm cure, 

Mrs Frail, Now you talk of conjunction, my brother 
Foreſight has caſt both their nativities, and prognoſticates 
an admiral and an eminent juſtice of the peace to be the 
iſſue male of the two bodies ; tis the moſt. ſuperſtitious 
old fool ! he would have perſuaded me, that this was an 
unlucky day, aud wou'd not let me come abroad; but I 
invented a dream, and ſent him to Artemidorus for in- 
terpretation, and ſo ſtole out to ſee you. Well, and 
his will you give me now? e e have . 

Inge... 

Val. Step into- the r next gh bas. eerie Pu give you 
ſomething, ” 

Scan. Ay, we'll all give. you ſomethigg. 

Mrs Frail. Well, what will you all give me? | 

Vor. I. 1 


— — 
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Pal. Mine's a ſecret. 
© Mrs Frail” I thought ks give) me rap ies Be 3 
a wound be a trouble to you to keep. N . 
N Aüd scandal mall give you good name 
2 Mrs Prall. That's more than he has for en — 
what will you give me, Mr Tattl e? 1 Boy 
Tut. Imp ſbul; Madam. | „ 206530! 
Mrs Frail. Pooh, no, I thank you, 1 3 . to do 
to take care of my own. Well; but 111! come and fee 
you dne of theſe morning: 1 my n great many 


pictures. 
Tit. I have a pretty ow collection at your: airy 


ſome originals. 

Stan. Fang him, be has nothing but the Seaſons and 
the Twelve Cæſars, paltry copies; and the Five Senſes, 
as ill repreſented as they are in himſelf; and be babe 

is the only original you will ſee there. | 

Mrs Frail. Ay, but hear he bas a cloſet of 3 

Scan. Ves, all that wars done bim a- i f 6-1 will 
believe bim. Wy 

Mrs Frail. Ay, let me fee thofe, Mr Tattle. - 

Tat. Oh, Madam, thoſe are ſacred to love and contem- 


plation. No man but the painter and wy was ever 
bleſt with the fight. | 


4 


Mrs Frail. Well, but a woman —— 
Tat. Nor woman, till ſhe conſented to have her 0 


there too for then ſhe's oblig d to keep the ſecret,” 
"Scan. No, no; come to me if you'd ſee Pictures. 


Mrs Frail. Lou? 8 
Scan. Yes, faith, 1 can ſhew you your own 101 


moſt of your acquaintance to the life, and as s Uk as at 


Kneller's. 

Mrs Froil. O lying creature Valentine, gone not. be 
lie I can't believe a word he ſays: | © 

Va}. No, indeed, he ſpeaks truth now: for as Tattle 
has pictures of all that have granted him favours, he has 
the pictures of all that have refus d him: if ſatires, de» 


ſeriptions, characters, and lampoons are pictures. 
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Scan. Yes, mine are moſt in black and white. — And 
yet there are ſome ſet out in their trus colours, both men 
and women. I can ſhew you pride, folly, affectation, 
wantonneſs, incoaſtaucy, covetoaſacſs, diſſimulation, ma- 
lice and ignorance, all in one piece. Then I can ſhew 
you lying, foppery, vanity, cowardiſe, bragging, lechery, 
impotence and uglineſs in another piece; and yet one of 
theſe is a celebrated beauty, and t'other a profeſt beau. I 
have'paintings too, ſome pleaſant enough. 

Mrs Frail. Come, let's hear em. | | 

Scan. Why, I have a beau in a bagnio, cupping for a 
complexion; and ſweating for a ſhape. 

Mrs Fratzl. So. | | g 

Scan. Then I have a lady burning brandy in a cellar 
with a hackacy-coachmaa. 

Mrs Frail. O devil! Well, but that ſtory is not true. 

Scan. I have ſome hieroglyphics too: I have a lawyer 
with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one face; a 
divine with two faces, and one head; and I have a ſoldier 
wich his brains in bis belly, and his heart where his head 
ſhou'd be. | $ 
Mrs Frail, And no head? 

Kaan, No head. | SF " 

Mrs Fra:l. Pooh, this is all invention. Have you ne'er 

Scan. Yes, I have a poet weighing words, and ſelling 
praiſe for praiſe, aad a critic picking, his pocket, 1 have 
another large piece too, repreſentiug a ichooiz where there 
are huge proportion d critics, with long wigs, lac'd coats, 
Steinkuk cravats, and terrible faces; with cat- calls in 
their hands, and horn- books about their necks, I have 
_=_ more of this kind, very well paſted, as you mall 
Mrs Frail, Well, I'll come, if it be but to diſprore you. 


wy (63 + © . 4. ' . 
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„%s e N E xy. 
a FE [To then) 1 JERE M Y. 


Jer. Sir, here's tho ſteward again from your father. 
Fal. Pl come to him——will you give me leave? I't} 
wait on you again preſently. 

-* Mrs Frail. No, I' be gone. Come, who ſquires me 
10 the Rxchange ? I muſt call my ſiſter Foreſighi there, 
San. Iwill: 1 bade a mind to your fiſter, 
Mrs Frail. Civil! 
Tat. 1 will, becauſe I have a tender for your Ladythip. 
Mrs Fail. That's ſomewhat the better Ware ic a 
apinion. 
Scan, Well, if Tattle entertains you, I 13 che "L238 
opportunity to engage your ſiſter. 
; Val. Tell Angelica, I am about making hard conditions 
to come abroad, and be at liberty to ſee her. 
Scan. I'll give an account of you, and your proceedings. 
If indĩ ſeretĩon be a ſign, of love, you are the moſt a lover 
of any body that I know : you fancy; that parting. with 
your eſtate will help you to your miſtreſ n m mind 
r a thought leſs adventurer, agi vo 
Who hopes to purchaſe wealth by ſelling land; 
Or wit be with a loſing hand.” 2 $03 224 139% 
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3 Fox re1GnT. | 
| EY-DAY! what, are all the women of my famity 
1 Mong eee not my filter, 
e ee 


* * 
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Serv. No, Sir. 

Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it ? Sure 
the moon is in all, her fortitudes ; is my niece Angelica at 
home ? 

Serv, Yes, Sir... 

- Fore. I believe you lie, Sic. 

Serv. Sir? & Ab. 765 
Fiore. Iſay you lie, Sir. It is impoſſible that any thing 
ſhould be as I would have it; for 1 was born, Sir, 
when the crab was aſcending; and all my affairs go back- 
ward. 

Serv. I can't tell indeed, Sir. 

Fiore. No, 1 know you can't, Sir; but I can wy and 
foretell, * 

8 8 EN X II. 
TRE tere them] NURSE, 

Fire.) Nurſe, where's your young miſtreſs? 

Nur ſe. 'Wee'ſt heart, I know not, they're none of em 
eome home yet Poor child | 1 warrant ſhe's fond o' ſee- 
ing the town Marry, pray Heaven, they ha' given her 
any dinner — Good lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha, O ſtrange! 
I'll vow and ſwear now, ba, ha. ha, marry, and * you: 
ever ſee the like! 

Fore. Why, how now, — 5 — matter * 

Nurſe. Pray Heav'n, ſend your worſhip good luck, marry 
and amen With all my heart, for you have put on one 
ſtocking with the wrong ſide out ward. 

Fore. Ha, how? Faith and troth l'm glad of it, and fo 
T have, that may be good luck in troth, in troth it may, 
very good Juck: nay; 1 have had ſume omens: J got out 
of bed backwards too this morning, without premedita- 
tion ; preity good that too ; but then | fipmbled coming 
þ ſtairs, and met a weaſel; bad omens thoſe: 25 
bad, ſome good, our lives are che quer d: mirth and ſor- 
row, want and plenty, night and day, make up our time 
hut in txoth 1 zm pleas'd at my ſtocking; very well 

1 3 


* 


* 


tranſlated by a TeverendBudkiogharwihite bard.: 
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pfleasd at my ſtocking— Oh, here's my niece —sirrah, 

go tell Sir Sampſon Legend PH wait on him if he's at lei- 

ſure, tis now thtæs clock, a vety oe a for nn 

e governs this hour. | a 
8 CE N E m. | | 


” l ANR IC A; FORE r, NURSE” 


8 Ist not aged hour for pleaſure dooß uncle ? N 
Rnd me your coach, mine is out of order. THT, 


Fre. What, wou'd you be gadding+ too? Sure. all 2 
males are mad” to-day lt is of evil portent, and bodes 
miſchief to the maſter of a family -I remember an old 
propheſy written by Meſſahalah * Arabian, and thus 


7 


When houſewiſes all the houſe e 

® And leave goodman to brew and bake, 
„ Withonten guile, then he it faid, 1 

FThat houſe doth ſtond upon its head 
And when the head is ſet in grond, 

Ne marl, if i it be fruitful fond“. 


Fruitful, the 3 fruitful, that bodes horns ;-the-fruit orf 
_ the head is horns—Dear niece, ſlay at home—For by the 
| head of the Houfe is meant the huſband; the propheſy 
needs no explanation. 

A. Well, but I can neither make you · a euckold, uncle, 
15 going abroad; nor ſccure you. frem being one, by ſtage 
10g at home: 

Fore. Yes, yes; -whille there's one woman left, the prov 
phefy 3 is not in full force: 

Ag. But my ipelinations are in force; 1 Have a mind 
0 go abroad; and if you won't lend me your coach, \'ll 
take a. hackvey, or a chair; and leave you to ere a 
ſcheme, and find who's in conjunction with your wife. 
Why don't you keep ber at home, if you're. jealous of 
Ker when ſhe'sabtoad? You know my aunt is 4 littfe re- 
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trograde (as you call it) in her nature. Uncle, I'm afraid 
you-are not lord of the aſcendant, ha, ha, ha! #4 1 

Fyre. Well, jill- flirt, you are very pert—and e ri- | 
dicuting that celeſtial ſcience. 

Ang. Nay, uncle, don't be angry—If you are, 1 1 rip 
up all your falſe propheſies, ridiculous dreams, and idle 
divinations. I'll ſwear you are a nuiſance to the neigh- 
bourhood What a buſtle did you keep againſt the 

- Laſt inviſible eclipſe, laying in proviſion, as twere for a. 
ficge ! What a world of fire and candle, matches aiid 
tinder-boxes did you purchaſe ! One would have thought 
we were ever after to live under ground, or at leaſt ma- 
king a voyage to Greenland, to inhabit there all the dank 
ſeaſon. | l 

Fre. Why, you malapert ſlut 

Ang. Will you lend me, your coach, or I'll go 
Nay, I'll declare how you propheſied popery was coming, 
only becauſe the butler had miſlaid ſome of the apoſtle 
ſpoons, and thought they were loſt, Away went religion 
and ſpoonmeat together Indeed, uncle, I'll indite you for 
a wizard. 

Fire. How, huſſy! was there ever ſuch a provoking | 
minx ! | [ 

| 


Nu ſe. O merciful father, how ſhe talks! 
Hig. Yes, I can make oath of your unlawful midnight 4 
practices; you and the old nurſe there 4 
Nur ſc. Marry, Heav'n defend -I at midnight practices! 4 
—— 0. Lord, what's here to do !——1 in unlawful doings 
with my 1 maſter's worſhip! —— Why, did you ever hear the 
like now —Sir, did ever I do any thing of your midnight 
concerns but warm your bed, and tuck you up, and ſet 
the candle and your tobacco- box, and your urinal by you, 
aud now and then rub the ſoles of your feet. O Lotd, 
1; barren 
Ang. ves, I faw you together, through the keyhole 
of the cloſet, one night, like Saul and the witch of En- 
dor, turning the heve and ſheers, aud pricking your 


thumbs, to wiite poor innocent ſervants names in blood, 
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about a little nutmeg-grater, which ſhe had forgot in thie. 

e e 1 know fomerhilag: worſe, if 1 would | 
k of it 

Fore. I defy you; buffy ; but I temember this, I' be 
reveng'd on you, cockatrice; l' hamper you You 
have your fortune in your own. hands ——but I'll find a 
way to make your lover, your prodigal ſpendthrift gallant, 
Valentine, pay for all, I will. 

Ang. Will you? I care not, but all ſniall out then 
look to't, nurſe; I can bring witneſs that you have a great 
unnatural teat under your left arm, and he another; and 
that you ſuckle a young devil in the * of a tabby · cat, 

by turns, I can. 

., Nurſe. A teat, a teat, I an nonateral teat | ! O-the falſe 
1 thing; feel, feel here, if I have any thing but 
like another Chriſtian. (ing. 
Fiore. I will have patience, fince it is the will of the 
ſtars 1 ſhould be thus tormented——This is the effect of 
the malicious conjunctions and oppoſitions in the third 
houſe of my nativity; there the curſe of kindred was fore- 
told—But I will have my doors lock d up——Il puniſh 
you, not a man ſhall enter my houſe. 

Ang. Do, uncle, lock em up quickly before my aunt 

come home— You'll have a letter for alimony to-morrow 
morning But let me be gone firſt, and then let no man- 
kind come near the houſe, but converſe with [ſpirits and 
the celeſtial ſigus, the bull, and the ram, and the yoat, 
»Bleſs me | there are a great many horned beaſts; among. 
the twelve ſigns, uncle, But cuckolds go to Heaven. 

Fre. But there's but one virgin andes the wore ſigns, 
ſpit· bre, but one virgin. fo. ir 1 
Ax. Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe had bad 
to do with any thing but aſtrologers,. uncle. That maFes 
mg aunt go abroad. | 

Fe. How? bow? is that the reaſon ? 4 you ; 
3 ſomething; tell me, and Il forgive you; do, good 
niece Come, you ſhall have my coach and horſes ——— 
Faith and troth, you all Does my wife complain ? 


Y- a * 
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Come, 1 know, women tell one another — She is young 
and ſanguine, has a wanton hazle eye, and was born un- 


der Gemini, which may iucliae h:r to ſociety; ſhe has a 
mole upon her lip, with a. moiſt palm, and an open * | 


rality on the mount of Venus, 

. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fre. Do you laugh — , In- gut 
come, be a good girl, don't perplex your en rell 
me von't 7 ſpeak? Odd, I'll — 


8CEN E w. 
[To them] SERVANT, 


At. Sir Sampſon is coming down to wait upon. you 
© Ang. Good b'w'ye, uncle—Call me a chair, —I'l 
Ind out my aunt, and tell her, ſhe muſt not come home. 
Fire. Fm ſo perplex'd and vex'd, I am not. fit to re- 
ceive him; I ſball ſcarce recover myſelf before the hom 
be paſt; 80s nurſe, tell Sir Sampſon I'm ready 1 to wait on 
bim. 
_ Nurſe, Yes, Sir. 
Fore, Well —— Why, if I was born to be a. cuckold, 


there's no more to be ſaid—he's here already. 


Ty 


se RE N E F. 


reszsienr and Sir SAMPSONLEGEND Ws 
4; | paper. 


üg Nor no more to be done, old boy; that's 


plante 'tis, I have it in my hand, old Ptolomee; 


Fit make the ungraeious prodigal now who begat him; 
J will, old Noſtrodamus. What, I warrant my ſon 
thought nothing belong'd to a father, but forgiveneſs and 
aſſection; no authority, no correction, no arbitrary 
power; nothing to be done, but for him to offend, and 


me to'pardon. I warraut you, if he danc'd till- dobniſ- 
day, he thought 1 was to pay the piper, Well, but here 
It is under black and white, Signatum, Sigillatum; and 


« - & .- 
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Deliberatum ; that as ſoon as my ſon Benjamin is atriv'd, 
he is to make over to him his right of FITS 
Where's my daughter that is' to be——hah! old Merlin! 
body o'me, I'm fo glad I'm reveng d on this undutiful 
rogue. 

Fire. Odfo, let me fee; let me ſee the paper Ay, 
faith and troth, here 'tis, if it will but hold I with 
things were done, and the Wr made When 
was this ſign'd, what hour ? Odſo, you ſhould have con- 
ſulted me for the time. Well, but we'll make haſte 

Sir Samp. Haſte, ay, ay; haſte enough, my ſon Ben 
will be in town to-night I have order'd my lawyer 
to draw up writings of ſettlement aud jointure—All (hall 
be done to-night No matter for the time; Pr'ythee, 
brother ' Foreſight, leave ſuperſtition——Poz o'th' time; 
there's no time but the time preſent, there” s no more to 
be ſaid of what's paſt, and all that is to come will happen. 
Tf the fun ſhine by day, and the ſtars by night, why, we 
ſhall know one another's faces without the help of a candle, 
and that's all the ſtars are good, for. 

Fore. How, how? Sir Sampſon, that all? Give me 

leave to contradict you, and tell you, you'are ignorant, 
Sir Samp. I tell you l am wiſe; and ſapiens domnabitur 
a/iris ; there's Latin for you to prove, and an argument 
to confound your Ephemeris——Ignorant — I tell you, 1 
have travel'd, old Freu, and know the globe. I bave ſeen 
the Antipodes, where the ſun riſes at midnight, and ers 
at noon-day. 

F:re. But I tell you, I have travell'd, and travell' d in 
the celeſtial, ſpheres, know the ſigus and the lanets, 
and their bock, Can judge of motions direct and retro- 
grade, of  Sextiles, Quadrates, Trines and Oppobtions, 
fiery Trigons and aquatical Trigons. Know whether life 
fall be Jong or ſhort, happy or unhappy, whether dif- 
caſes are curable or incurable. If journeys ſhall be pro- 
ſperous, undertakings tuccelsful; or goods ſtol'n recover TY 4 
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Sir Samp. I know the length of the emperor of Chiaa's 
foot ; have kiſs'd the Great, Mogul's flipper, and cid a, 
hunting upon an clephant with the Cham of Tartary, —— 
Pody o'me, I have made a cuckold of a king, and the 
preſent majeſty of Bantam is the iſſue of theſe loins. 

Fire. i know when travellers lic or ſpeak truth, when 
they don't knaw i it themſelves. 

Sir Samp. I bave known an aſtrologer made a cuckold 
in the twinkling of a ſtar; and ſeen a conjurer, that cou'd 
not keep the devil out of his wife's circle, 

Fire. What, does he twit me with my wife too? I 
muſt be better inform'd of this, | Aſide. ]J-— Do you 
mean my wife, Sir Sampton ? Tho" you made a cuckold 
ef the king of Bantam, yet by the body of the ſun 

Sir Samp. By the horns of the moon, you wou'd ſay, 
Brother Capricorn. 

Fore. Capricorn in your tecth, thou modern Mandevil ; 
Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a type of thee, thou liar 
of the firſt magnitude, Take back your paper of inhe- 
ritance; ſend your ſon to ſea again. I'll wed m; daugh- 
ter to an Egyptian mummy, ere ſhe ſhall incorporate with 
a contemner of ſciences, and a defamer of virtue. 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, I have gone too far: I mult 

not provoke honeſt Albumazar, an f gyptian mum- 
my is an illuſtrious creature, my truſty kieroglyphic; and 
may have ſigniſications of ſuturicy about him; ods bud, 
1 would my fon were an Egyptian mummy for thy ſake. 
What, thou art not angry for a jeſt, my good Haly ?!—— 
I reverence the ſun, moon and ſtars with all my heart, 
—— What, I'll make thee a preſent of a mummy: now 
] think on't, body o'me, I have a ſhoulder of an Egyp- 
tian king, that i purloin'd from one of the Pyramids, 
powder'd with hieroglyphics; thou ſhalt have it brought 
home to thy houſe, and make an entertainment for all 
the Philomaths, and ſtudents in phy ſic and aſtrolugy in 
and about London. _. 

Fire. But what do you know of my wife, dir Samp- 
ſon? 
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| — How -now, who ſent for you? mat "hat 
would you have? * 
Fre. Nay, if you were but in xe. wer fe 
I ow? 1 don't like his phyſiognamy. Oo foes 
Sir Samp. My fon, Sir; — fon, — ſon Bebja- 
min, hoh? 4 Set o 


Fer. No, Sir, Mr V 8 my W tis the firſt 
time he has been abroad fince his LEY and he 
mes to pay hie duty de yo. „eri , i 
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Fer. He is hve, Sir. 4 x4 A yy 

- Val. Your bleſſing, Sir, 4 

Sir Samp. You've had it already, Sir, bi think I * it 
to you to- day in a bill of four thouſand pound; a great 
deal of money, Brother Forefight, ak. ata 

Fore. Ay, indeed, Sir Sampſon, a great deal of money 
for a young man; I wonder what he can do with it. 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, ſo do I ——Harkye, Valentine, 
if there be too much, refund the ſuperfluity; doſt Ws 

? . 

—_ Superfluity, Sir, it will ſcarce. pay my debts. —— 
I hope you will have more indulgence, than to oblige me 
to thoſe hard conditions which my neceſſity ſign'd to, 

Sir Samp. Sir, how, I beſeech you, — were you 
pleas d to intimate concerning indulgence ? 

* 
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Fol. Why, Sir, that you would not go to the extremi- 

ty of the conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from ſome 
fo —— 

1 Samp. Oh, Sir, I underſtand you—— that's all, ha? 

Pal. Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to aſk——Burt what 
you, out of fatherly fondacſs, will be pleas'd to add, ſhail 
be doubly welcome. 

Sir Samp. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir: but your filial 
piety, and my fatherly fondneſs would fit like two tallies 
Here's a rogue, Brother Forcſight, makes a bargain un- 
der hand and ſeal in the morning, and would be releas'd 
from it in the afternoon; here's a rogue, dog, here's con- 
ſcience and . ; this is your wit now, this is the mo- 
rality of your wits! You are a wit, and have been a beau, 

and may be a—— Why, firrah, is it not here under hand 
and ſeal Can you deny it? 
Val. Sir, I don't deny it. 
Sir Samp. Sirrah, you'll be hang'd; I ſhall vn to ſee 
you go up Holborn-hill Has he not a rogue's face ?— 
Speak, Brother, you underſtand phyſiognomy, a hanging 
look to me————of all my boys the moſt unlike me; 
he has a damn'd Tyburn-face, without the benefit of the 


clergy» 

Fire, Hum truly I don't care to diſcourage 2 
young man. He has a violent death in his face; but 
I hope no danger of hanging. 


Val. Sir, is this uſage for your ſon? for that old 
weather-headed fool, I know how to laugh at him; but 
you, Sir 

Sir Samp. You, Sir; and you, —— who are 
you, Sir? 

val. Your ſon, Sir. 

Samp. That's more than 1 know, Sir, and I believe 
not. 

Val. Faith, I hope not. 

Sir Samp. What, would you have your mother a whore ! 


Did you ever hear the like ! Did you ever hear the like ! 


Body o'me 
Vor. I. 


& - Chilliogrardinary,, 
Jer. Nay, that's s as clear as the ſun; rl 8 
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Vul. I would have an excuſe for your barbarity and un- 
natural uſage. 

Sir Samp. Excuſe !, impudence ! Why, ſirrah, mayn't'1 
do what 1 pleaſe ? Are not you my flave ? Did not 1 beget 
you? And might not I have choſen whether I would 
have begot you or no? 'Oons !. who are you ! Whence 
came you ? What e a you into the world? How 
came you here, Sir? Here, to ſtand here, upon thoſe 


two legs, and look cret with that audacious face, hah ? 


Atiſwer me that? Did you come a volunteer into the 
world? Or did 4, with the lawful authority of a parent, 
ten you to the ſervice? 

Val. 1 know no more why I came, than you do why 
vou call'd me. But here I am, and if you don't mean to 
provide for me, I deſire you would leave me e AS you Word 
r.. . 
Sir Samp. With. all my heart : come, leaſe, frip, and 
£0 naked out of the world as you came into'g,* 7 bs 

Va. My elothes are ſoon put off; but you muſt 
alſo diveſt me of reaſon, thought, paſſions, inclinations, 
affections, appetites, ſenſes, and the huge train of atten- 


dants that you begot along with me. ID (14305 £ 
Sir Samp. Body o'me, what a many-headed er ber 


142 


I propagated 


Val. Il am of myſelf a plain eaſy ſimple Py wi 
to be kept at ſmall expence; but the retinue that you gave 
me are craving and invincible; they are fo many devils 
that you have rais'd, and will have employment. 
Sir Samp,, Oons, what had I to do to get childrent..— 
(enifh, a private man be born without all theſe followers ? 
hy, nothing under an emperor ſhonld'be hornlwith 
1 appetites: . Why, : at this rate, a fellow that hat but a 
2(groat in bis aner may have a ſtomach e of uten 
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jt before. any, juſtice i in Middleſex. 


>; By Somp, Here 5 a cormorant Es weve this fel- 
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-I did not beget him, 


low was not born with you ?- 
did 1 

Jer. By the proviſion that's made for me, you t 
Hove begot me too: nmap, and to tell your Worſhip 
another truth, 1 believe you did, for I find I was born 
with thoſe, fame whoreſon appetites . n my maltcr 

ſpeaks ofÞ.- -. 

Sir Samp. Why, lock you there now——1'll maintain it, 
that by the rule of right reaſon, this fellow ought to have 
been born without a palate. '> heart, what ſhould 
he do with a diſtinguiſhing taſte ?——1 warrant: now he'd 
rather cat a pheaſant than a piece of poor John: and fell 
now; why, I warrant he can ſmell, and loves perfumes 
avaye a flink——Why, there's it; and my don't ou 
love thuſtc, ſcoundrel? 

Jer. Yes, I have a reaſonable good ear, Sir, as to jiggs 
and country dances, and the like; I don't much matter 
your. ſolo' $.0r_ſonato's ; they give me the ſpleen. 3 

Sir Samp. The ſpleen, ha, ha, ha, a pox confound you 
alas or ſ©nato's? Oons, whoſe ſon are you ? How were 
you engender'd, muckworm ? 

Fer. 4, am by father the ſon of a chairman; my 
mother ſold oyſlers in winter, and cucumbers in ſummer ; 
and I came up ſtairs iuto the world; for I was born in a 
oellar. "7 

Fore. By your looks, you ſhould go up ftaies out of the 
was too, friend. 

Sit Samp. And if this rogue were anatomized now, 

and difſeQed,. he bas veſſels of digeſtion and concoction, | 

and ſo forth, large enough for the infide of a cardinal, * 

- this ſon of a cucumber. Theſe things are unaccount- . 

able and unreaſonable ——— Body o'me, why was not 
I a bear? that my cubs might have lived upon ſucking 
their paws. Nature has been provident only to bears and 
ſpiders ; the one has its nutriment in his own hands; and 
t' other ſpins his habitation out of his own enttails. 

Val. Fort une was provident enough to ſupply all the 
Va 
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neceſſities ''6f my nature, 17 1 bad m _ of r 
tance. n e 

Sir r Samp. Again! 'Oons, Han't you four dbouſahd wy 
—if I had it again, 1 wou'd not give thee'a gh 
What, would'ſt thou have me turn Pelican, an feed hee 
out of my own vitals 1 —8'heart, live by your wits, 
You were always fond of the wits, Now let's fee if you 
have wit enough to keep yourſelf—— Your brother will he 


in town toinight; or to-morrow morning, and then Took 


you perform covenants, and fo your friend aba fervaut— 
Come, brother Forefight, 


20 N E VIII. 


vA EN TIN . J E-AFNL: 

Jer. I told you what your viſit wade en asd on 
Val. Tis as much as expected] did not. ama np 
ſee, him: I came to Angelica; but fince ſhe. was gone 
abroad, it was eaſiſy turned another way; and at leh(t 
Jook'd well on my. ſide. What's here? Mrs Foreſight and 
Mrs Frail; they are-carneſt.—- ll avoid em. Come 
this way, and go and enquire when Angelica will zeturg. 
8 


'$CENE 1% 
; Mrs FORESIGHT, and Mrs FRAIL, 


Mrs Frail. What have you to do to 'watch me! 'S' life, 
11 do what I pleaſe. ; 15 1 NA 2717 a 

Mrs Fore. You will? _ | J 

Mrs Frail. Ves marry will . great piece of buſe 
neſs 'to go to Covent Garden Square in a Wee, 


and take a turn with one's friend. 
Mrs Fere. Nay, two or three turns, I'll take my oath. 
Mrs Frail. Well, what if Frook twenty I warrant 
if you had been there, it had been only innocent recrea- 
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tion, —+—<— Lord, where's the comfort of this life, if-we 
can't have the happineſs to converſe where we like ? | 

Mrs, Fore, But can't you . converſe at home !— A 
own it, I think. there's no happineſs like converſing with 
an agrecable man; 1 don't quarrel at that, nor 1 don't 
think but your converſation was very innocent; but the 
place is public, and to be ſeen with a man in a hackney- 

coach is ſcandalous: what if any body elſe ſhou'd have 
ſeen you alight, as I did? How can any-body be hap- 
py, while they're in perpetual fear of being ſeen and cen- 
ſur d Beſides, it wou'd not only reflect upon you, ſiſter, 
but me. 

Mrs Frail. Pooh, here's a clutter Why ſhou'd it 
reflect upon you? don't doubt but you have thought 
yourſelf happy in a hackney- coach before now—If I had 
gone to Knightſbridge; or to Chelſey, or to Spring-Garden, 
or Barn Elms with a man alone ſomething might 
have been ſaid. 

Mrs Fire! Why, was I ever in any of thoſe enn 
What do you mean, ſiſter? 

Mrs Frail. Was 1? What do you mean? 

Mrs Fore. You have been at a worſe place. 

Mrs Frail, I at a worſe place, and with a man! 

Mrs Fore.” I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to the 
world's-end. 

Mrs Frail. The world's end! What, do you mean to 
banter me ? 

Mrs Fire. Poor in..ocent ! you don't know that there's 
a place call'd the world's-end ? I'll ſwear you can keep 
your countenance purely, you'd make an parame 
player. 

Mrs Frail. I'll ſwear you have a great deal of colifi» © 
dence, and in my mind too much for the ſtage, 

Mrs Fire. Very well, that will appeat who bas molt : Jen 
never were at the world's-cud ? 

Mrs Frail. No. 

Mrs Fore, You deny it pokitiyely to my face? 

Mrs Fail. Lour face, what's your face? 

9 l 
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yours, NK t faba ue 
v $; Mrs Frail. Not ne eee! 
„ en it poſitively. ta your face thennk 


Mrs Fore. I, allow yon now to find fault with my 
Seger lor Ell ſwear your impudence has put me out 
| 4 my countenance but look vou here now., where 
od 6 1 loſe this gold 3 ery "filter! 
| . Mrs Frail. My bodkin! 
= Mrs Fore. Nay tis yours, look at it. 
Mrs Frail. Well, if you go to that, where aid you u find 
this bodkin !— Ah fiſter, fſter !————fiſter every 
vie 7 7 
Mrs Fore. O devil on't, that I cou'd not diſcover her, 
without betraying myſelf! 7 [ 4/ide. 
Mrs Frail. 1 have heard gentlemen fay, ſiſter, that one 
ſhou'd take great care, when one makes a than fencing, 
not to Ty open one's ſelf. 
| Mrs Fore. Tis very true, fiſter : well, Bee all 5 out, 
' and às you fay, ſince we are both wounded, let us do what 
1 3s often done in duels, take care of one . and oy 
" Vetter friends than before. | 
Mrs Frail.” with all wy k heart : ours are Pot ſueke, fleth 
21 with? and if we keep em from air, not at. all dangesous: 
well, give me your hand in token of ſiſterly fearecy and 
: aſſection. 4 1 n'vig egd 
Mrs Fore, Here "tis with all my heart, ae 
Mrs Frail. Well, as an earneſt of friendſhip, aud confi- 
"dence, T0 acquaint you with a deſign. that I have. To 
tell truth, and ſpeak openly to one another, I'm afraid 
ugg - the world have obſerv d us more than we bare — 


11— 


vided for; I am at a loſs, and have no great; dock — 
of fortuye o or reputation; and therefore muſt look ſharply 
: '* about mie. Sir Sampſon has a ſon that is .expectcd to- 
: 4 ; and. by the account I have heard of his education, 
can be no conjurer: the eſtate you ka hom 
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over 1 N Now ideen wheedle him, ne ba! 
you underſtand me? 

Mrs Fre. Ido; and will help you to the 8 f 7 my 
power And I can tell you one thing that falls out 
lachily enough my aukward daughter-in-law, who you 
kuow s deſigu d to be bis wife, is grown fond of Mr Tattle; 

no if we can improve that, and make ber have an aver- 
ſion for the booby, it may go a great way towards his 
| liking you. Here they come together; and let us contrive 
ſome MEG — em NG ere 


- 


4K 3 


e 1 1 
cr them] TAT T LE and Min . 


VI Mother, Mother, Mother, Tt you Pere. oy 

"Mts Fe. Fy, fy, Miſs, how you bawl———Befides, 1 
hay told you, you muſt not call me Mother. 

" Miſe.” What muſt I call you then } are not you my fa- 
| ther s wife 4 

"Mrs Fire. Madam; you muſt ſay madam By my 
foul, 1 ſhall fancy myſelf old indeed, to have this great 
girl Call ne Mother Well, but Miſe, what are you 
WE 8007 at? 

11 Ma. Lock you here, Madam then, what Mr Tattle 
has givin me — Look vou here, couſin, here's. a ſauff- 
box; nay, there's ſnuff in't; pere, will you have any? 
— gobd] how ſweet it is— Mr Tattle is all over 

| ſweet, his peruke is ſweet, and his gloyes are ſweet — 
and his handkerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, ſweeter than 
——— him, Mother, Madam, I mean—tHe gare 
01 UPI ring for a kiſs, 
Tat. O fy, Miſs, you muſt not kiſs and tell. 

Iq I 1195 Yes; 1 may tell my Mother And he ſays 

| ben give me ſomething to make me ſmell ſo— Oh pray 
lend me your handkerchief- Smell, couſin; he ſays, 


2. een give me ſomething that will make my ſmocks ſmell 
Is not it pure? 


this way "Tis better than laven» 
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der, mun · l m/ reſalo d. I won't bg 
lavender among my ſmocks ha, couſin? * * N 1 

Mrs Frail. Fy, Miſs; amongſt your lines, you muſt 
ay en muſt never ſay ſmock.,, _ 

Miſs. Why, it is not bawdy, is it, coulin ?. | 

Tat. Oh, Madam; you. are too ſevere upon mils; ;. you 8 
muſt not ſſud fault with her pretty ſümplicity, it becomes 
her ſtrangely. Pretty Miſs, don't let em perſuade you 
outel your innocency. 

Mrs Fore. Ob, demn von, toad——1 with, you don't 
perſuade her out of her innocency. 

Tat. Who I, Madam? Oh Lord, how can your 
Ladyſhip have 79 thought ſure you don't know 
me? | | 

Mrs Frail. Ah devil, ſly devil He's as cloſe, 
ſiſter, as a confeſſor He thinks we don't obſerve 
bim. 

Mrs Fore. A cunning cur, how ſoon he cou'd find out 
a freſh harmleſs creature; and left us, filter, preſeatly. 

Tat. Upon reputation—— 

Mrs Fore. They're all fo, fiſter, theſe men———they 
love to have the ſpoiling of a young thing, they are as 
fond of it, as of being firſt in the faſhion, or of ſeeing a 
new play the firſt day,——1 warrant it would break Mr 
Tattle's heart, to think that any-body elſe thou'd be bes 
fore hand with him. 

Tit. Oh Lord, I ſwear I would not for the world — | 

Mrs Frail. O hang you; who'll believe you ?-=You'd 
be hang'd before you'd confeſs—we know you—ſhe's very 
pretty l Lord, what pure red and white !—ſhe looks 
ſo wholſome ;——ne'er ſtir, I don't know, but 1 fancy, it 


L.A F: 47 w 3} $1 


I were a man — POR 
Miſs. How you love to jeer one, coufi o! pr fo 
Mrs Fore., Harkye, öſter.— by my Wel“ the * ; 

is ſpaiyd alleady d ye think ſhe'll ever endüre a' great 

Iubberly tarpawlin—Gad, [ warrant you, the won't le him 

come near her, after Mr Tattle. Fo 
Mrs Frail, O' my foul, I'm afraid not—ch Lane 
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credtiire, tat Tmelfs all of pitch and tar-—Aevil take you, 
you confounded toad A did yo Tee ber before ſluie 
was married? 71 4 21M 
Mrs Fore. Nay, why did we let him — huſband with” - 
hang us—He'll think we brought em acquainted. * | 
Mrs Frail. Come, faith let us be gone—If my brother 
he'd ny ſo, * 


— 


Forehght thou'd find us with them; 
ſure enough. ; 

Mrs Fore. So he wou'd—but then leaving em nb = 
is as bad And he's ſuch a fly devil, be nl never _ 
an opportunity. 5 

rs Frail. I don't care; I won't be ſeen in't. 

Mrs Fore, Well, if you ſhould, Mr Tartle, you'll 
have a world to anſwer for, remember I waſh wy hands of 


it, Yam throughly innocent, 


"TE NE RE” 


TATT LE, Miſs p RU E. 


yo — Vw 


Ms, What makes 'em go away, Mr TURE" What 8 
do they, mean, do you know ? 
Tet, Yes, my dear I think I can gucſs—Bur ding 
me if I know the reaſou of it. 4 

Miſs. Come, muſt we not go too? 

Tat. No, no, they don't mean that. 

Miſs, No! What then? What ſhall you and I do to- 
gether ?/ | 

Tat. I muſt make love to you, pretty Miſs ; will you” 
let me make love to you? 


Miſs. Yes, if you pleaſe, _. | 
Tat, Frank, I'gad, at leaſt. What a pox does Mrs 


Foreſight mean by this civility ? Is it to make a fool of 
me? or does ſhe leave us together out of good morality, 
and do as ſhe would be done by !— ad Pl} underſtand 
in ſo. ; [ Afote | 
Ai, Well; and how will you make love to me 
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Come, long to have you begin —muſt I make love too! 
br muſt teil me how. 

Tar. Lou muſt let me ſpeak, "Miſs, you muſt not 
weak firſt; I muſt aſk you N wf 1 * muſt an · 
ſwer. 

.. What; "is itike the Catechiſus—=—=>come then 
aſk me. : 

Tat. D'ye think you can love me? NT Ai 
NM. Yes. EI A dT 8) 

Tat. Pooh, pox,” you bows not ay 1 aer. I 
ſhan't care a farthing for you then in a b ee 

- Mi; What muſt I ſay then? 

Tat. Why, you muſt ſay no, or you blieve vox, or 
you can't tell—— bat o n 

M %. Why, muſt | tell a lie 8 G nor it 115); 
Tat. Yes, if you'd be well; bred. All well-bred per- 
fons lie-———Belides, you are a woman, you muſt never 
ſpeak what you think: your words muſt contradict your 
thoughts; but your actions may contradict your words. 
So, when I aſk you, if you can love me; yon muſt ſay 
no, but you muſt love me too.-——If | tell you you are 
hand ſome, you muſt deny it, and fay I flattet yu But 
you muſt think yourſelf more charming than I ſpeak 
you: And like me, for the beauty which I ſay you 
have, as much as if I had it myſelf If aſk you to 
kiſs me, you muſt be angry, but you muſt not refuſe 
me. If T ak you for more, you mult: be more angry, 
— but more complying; and as ſoon as ever [ 
make you ſay you'll cry out, you uſt be ſure to. hold 
your tongue. 

M. O Lord, I ſwear this is pure, I like it better 
than our oldfaſhion'd country way of ſpeaking/one's mind; 
— and muſt not you lie too? 

Tat. Hum !— Ves But you muſt believe I ſpeak truth. 

Miſs. O Gemini! Well, I always had a great mind to 
tell lies but they frighued me, and ſaid it was a fin- 
Taf. Well, my pretty pp; pee wal "ou make! the 
bappy . id 02707 


* 
- 
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Ms. No, indeed; I'm angry at you. | 

{ Runs and tie Fred 

Tat. Hold, hold, that's pretty well but you ſhould not 
e given it me, but have ſuſſer d me to. have talen it. 


Miſs. Well, we'll do't again, 
Tat. With all my heart Now then my little n 


[ K'es ber. 
Miſs. Piſh ! * Farc 

Tat. That's 3 my charmer. LX Hes again. 
Mg. O fy, nay, now I can't abide you. 

Tat. Admirable! that was as well as if you had * 
born and bred in Covent- garden. And won't you ſhew 
me, pretty Miſs, where your bed chamber is ? 

Mi. No, indeed won't I; but UII run there and hide 
myſelf from you- behind the curtains. 

Iat. FH follow you. 

Mit. Ah, but IIl hold the door with both hands, and 
be angry - — and pow ſhall puſh me down before you come 
inn 
Tat. No, I Raves in firſt,- and puſh you down after» 
wards.” 

Ms. Will 8 then I'll be more angry, and more 
complying... ö 
Tat. Then PH ky you ery out. 

M,. Oh, but you ſhan't, for I'll hold my tongue. 
Tat. Ob my dear apt ſcholar. 

Aba a Well, now- I'll run and make more haſte than 
i 7 $ . -5. 

105. You' ſhall not fly ſo faſt as 1 "1 purſue, 
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bai, Ba Gu T. III. SCENE I, 


A $7044 180111 
5 "Ee th "Nuns E alone. 


M pars dude Pope n on me, marry and amen, 
Why, what's become of the child? why Miſs ! Miſs 
Foreſi bt Sure, ſhe has lock d herſelf up in her chams 
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ber, and gone to Mleep, or to prayers—Miſs ! Miſs! I bear 
her come to. your father, child; open the door L open 
the door, Miſs ] hear you cry huſht O Lord, who's 
there ? [peeps:} What's here ta do :-o the father | a man 
with her Why, Miſs, 1. ſay! God's my life, here's 
fine doings towards———-O Lord, we're all undone O you 
young harlotry ! [knocks.] Od's my life, won't you Open the 
* . in the back way. 


9++C::R NB. . 
TATTLE, Ming PRUE, 


Miſs O Lord, ſhe's coming—and ſhe'll tell my father; 


what ſhall I do now! 
Tat. Pox take her; if ſhe had aid two minutes langer, 


I ſhou'd have wiſh'd for her coming. 
Miſs. O dear, what ſhall I ſay! Tell me, Mr Tattle, 


tell me a lie. 
Tat. T here's no occafion for a lie; 1 could never tell a 


lie to no purpoſe but lince we have douc nothing, we 
muſt ſay nothing, I think. hear her; II leave you to- 
gether, and come off as _ can. 


\ [Thrufts ber in, and ſouls the door. 


SCENE I. 


TATTLE, VALENTINE, * ANG- 
LICA, 


we” You can't accuſe me of n 
you that: lov d you. 
Val. But I can accuſe you of uncertainty, for not telling 
me whether you did or not. 
A. Lou miſtake indiſſerence for uncertainty ; 1 never 
had concern enough to aſk*myſelf the queſtion, _ | 
Scan. Nor good-nature enough to anſwer him that did 


aſk you; I'll ſay that for you, Madam, 
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1 What, are you ſertiog up for good nature? | 
Kan. Only for the aſfcQation of it, as the women-do for 
4ll-nature, 
Ang. Perſuade your friend that it is all affeQtation. 
Scan. I ſhall receive no benefit from the opinion; for 1 
know no eſfectual difference between ben apes pany 


and reality. 
Tat. coming up.] Scandal, are yon in prleste diſcourſe, © 
any thivg of ſecrecy ? Alice to Scan. 


Scan. Yes, but I dare truſt you; we were talking of An- 
gelica's love to Valentine; you won't-ſpeak of it? 

Tat. No, no, not a'ſyllable=—1 know that's a ſecret, 
for tis whiſper'd-every where, | 

Scan, Ha, ha, ha. 

Ang. What is, Mr Tattle ! 4 heard you fo ſomething 
was whiſper'd*every where. 

Tat. Tour love of Valentine. 

Arg. How! 

Tat, No, Madam, his love fer your Ladyſhip Gad take 
me, | beg your pardon— for I never hcard a word of your 
Ladyſhip's paſſion till this inſtant, _ 

Ang. My paſſion ! and who told you of my _— 
pray, Sir? 

Scan. Why, is the devil in you? Did not I tell it you 
for a ſecret ? 

Tat. Gad fo, but I thought ſhe might have been truſted 
with her own affairs. 

Can. Is that your diſcretion ? Truſt a woman with her | 
ſelf ? 

Tat. You ſay true, I beg your 3 bring all 
off— It was impoſſible, Madam, for me to imagine, that a 


. perſon of your Ladyſhip's wit and gallantry could have fo 
Jong received the paſſionate addreſſes of the accompliſhed 


Valentine, and yet remain inſenfible; therefore you will 
pardon me, if from a juſt weight of his merit, with your 
Ladyfhip's good judgment, I form'd the balanee of a te- 
ciprocal affection. 

You "7 © | X 3 8 * 


— > — 
— —  — . — 2 — — 2 - 
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"V1, o the devil," what damn'd coſtive poet has given 
«bee this leſſon of fuſtian to get by rote ? 

"Arg. 1 dare ſwear you wrong him, it is his own---—and 
Mr Tattle only judges of the ſucceſs of others, from the 
effects of his own merit. For certainly Mr Tattle was 
ucver denied any thing in his life. 

Tut. O Lord! yes, indeed, Madam, ſeveral times. 

"Ang. I fwear I don't think it potlible. . 
Tat. Yes, I vow and ſwear I have: Lord, Madam, Ti 


the moſt unfortunate man in the world, and the moſt Cru- 


N us'd by the ladies. 

Arg. Nay, now you're ungrateful. | 

Tat. No, I hope not—'tis as much ingratitude to own 
ſome favours, as to conceal others, 

Ful. There, now tis out. | 4 

Ang. I don't underſtand you now: I a r you had 
never aſk'd any thing, but what a lady might e 
grant, and you confeſs. 

Scan. So faith, your buſineſs is done 19 10 now vou may 
go brag ſomewhere elſe. 

Tat. Brag! O heavens! why, did T name any body ? 
Ang. No, I ſuppoſe that is not in your power; but you 
wou'd if you con'd, no doubt on't. 

Tat. Not in my power, Madam! What, does your La- 
* mean that 1 bave no woman 8 reputation i in my 

wer ? | 

Scan. Oons, why, you won't own it, wil you? [Aſite, 

"Tat. Faith; Madam, you're in the right : no more [ 
Have, as I hope to be ſav'd; I never had it in my power 


co ſay any thing to a lady's prejudice in my life—— for as 


I was telling you, Madam, I have been the moſt unſuccefs- 
ful creature living, in things of that nature; and never 


had the good fortune to be truſted once with a lady's le. 
ctet, not once. | | 


Ang. No! | 
Fal. Not once, 1 dare anſwer for him. 
Scan. And Il auſwer for him; for I'm ſure if he had, 
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he would have told me; I find, Madam, you don't know 
Mr Tattle. 

Ta. No indeed, Madam, you don't know me at all, 
I find, For ſure my intimate friends wau'd have known— 

Ang. Then it ſeems you would hae told, if you had 
been truſted. 

Tat. O pax, Scandal, that was too far put — Never. have 
told particulars, Madam. Perhaps I might have talk d as- 
of a third petſon or have introduc'd an amour of my 
own, in converſation, by way of, novel: but never have 
explain'd particulars, 

Ang. But whence. comes the reputation. of Mr Tattle's- 
ſecrecy, if. he was never truſted ?, | 

San. Why: thence it ariſes— The thing ig praverbially 
ſpoken; but may be apply d to him—As if we ſhould 
ſay in general. terms, he only is ſecret. who never was 
truſted ; a ſatirical proverb upon our ſex—There's another 
upon yours—As, ſhe is chaſte who was never aik'd the. 
queſtion, That's all. 

Val. A couple of very civil proverbs, in 'tis hard 
to tell whether the Lady or Mr Lattle be the more oblig d 
to you. For you. found her virtue upon the backward- 
ucis of the men, and his fecrecy upon the mittru#t of 
the women. 

Tat. Gad, tis very true, Madam, I think we are oblig'd. 
to acquit ourſelves—And for- my part—But your Lady- 
flip is to ſpeak firſt. 

Ang Am 1? Well, 1 ſrecly coufeſs I have reſiſted a great 
dea of temptation. 

Jet. And /Gad, I have given ſome temptation that 
has not been relilted. 

Val. Good. 

Ang. I cite valentine here, to declare to the court how 
fruitleſs he has found his endeavours, and to contcſs all 
his ſolicitations and my denials. 


. 


— — ? „ 
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| Son. 80, why this is fan, here's, demonſtration ith 2 


| witneſs. 

Tat. Well, my witneſſes are not preſeni. hut 1 can» 
feſs 1 have had-fayours from perſons But as the favours 
are numberleſs, ſo the perſons are nameleſs. 

Scan. Pooh, this proves nothing. | 

Tat. No? Jean ſhew letters, lockets, pictures, and 


| Hags 3 aud if there be occaſion for witnefles, I can ſum- 


mon the maids at the chocolate-houſes, all the porters at 
Pall-Mall and Covent-Garden, the door keepers at the 
play-houſe, the drawers at Locket's, Pontack's, the Rum- 


mer, Spring-Gargen;: my own landlady, and valet de 


chambre; who all ſhall make oath, that 1 receive more 
letters than the ſecretary' s office; and that I have more 
vizor-maſks to enquire for me, than ever went to ſee the 
hermaphrodite, or the naked prince. And it is notorious, 
that in a country church, once, an enquiry being made, 
wha I was, it was anſwer'd, I was err famous Tatil, * 
had ruin'd ſo many women. 

Val. It was there; I ſuppoſe, you got they _ name of 


_ the Great Turk. 


Tat. True, I was call'd Furk-Tattle all over * wat 


daughters at home, and the parſon had not balf his con- 
gregation. He wou'd have. brought me into the ſpiritual. 
court; but J was reveng' d upon him, for he had-a hand- 


ſome daughter whom I. initiated into the ſcience. Bat I 


repented it aſterwurds, for it was talk'd of in town —— 


And a lady of quality that ſhall be nameleſs, in a raging 


fit of jealouſy, came down in her coach and fx horſes, 
and expos'd herſelf upon my account; gad I was very ſorry 
for it with all my heart—— You know whom I mean 
You know where we rafſfed © I Of 
Scan. Mum, Tattle. | 
Val. *Sdeath, are you not aſham'd ? ? 


1 An. O — I never heard ſo infolent à piece of 


vanity——Fy, Mr Tattle——T1 ſwear I could not have 
believd 11s this nn in dor nt why" 


The next Sunday all the old women kept their 


1 

2 

F 
| 


—_ an 
* 
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Tat. Gad ſo, the heat of my ſtory carried me beyond- 


my diſcretioa, as the heat of the lady's paſſion hurry'd her 


beyond her reputation——But 1 hope you don't know 
whom I mean; for there were a great many ladies raffied- 
por on't, now could | bite off my tongue. 

Scan. No; don't; for then you'll tell us no more ——- 
Come, I I'll recommend a ſong to you upon the hint of my 
two proverbs, aud I ſee one in the nett room that will: 
az it. | [Soest the ther, 
Tat. For Heaven's ſake if you do gueſs, ſay nothing; 
gad, Tm very unfortunate. ; 

Scan, Pray 298 the firſt ſong ia the laſt new play. 


get by Mr John Eccles. 


| I. 
A nymph and a ſwain to Apollo once pray d, 
Me ſunin had been jilted, the nymph been betray d: 
Their intent was to try if. the oracle knew | 
| aber ups that was chajle, or a ſwein that was true. 


210 N ö ö II. 
Apilli 2005 mate; and bad like T ber been por, - 
Bat ſagely at length by this ſecret diſ li,: 
ic alone wan betray in whom neue wilt confide 2 
And the aympb may be chafte that bas never een try'd,” * 


inf 


en ge, 149 1 (85, E mW. 


— nn . 


[To then] Sir SAMSON, Mrs 1411, Miſs Rug 
and SERVANT. 


Sir Kamp. le fen come? Odſo, my ſon zen come ? Odd! 

m glad on't; where is he? I long to ſec him Now, 

Mas Frail, you ſhall ſee my fon Ben ————}ody o'me, he's 
| XR 3. 
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kbe hopes of my family——] hag't ſeen. him theſe three 
years I warrant he's grown Call him in, bid him 
make haſte— I'm ready to cry for joy... 
Mrs Frail. Now, Miſs, you ſhall ſce your buſbaad. | 
"—_— Pin, he ſhall be none of my huſband. 
. {4fideto Frail. 
158 Frail. Huſh :. well he ſhay' t, leave that to me 
| In beckon Mr Tattle to us. a 1 
Ang. Won't you ſtay and ſee your brother; 8 | 
Val. We are the ewin-ſtars, and cannot ſhine i in one 
'" ſphere ; when he riſes 1 muſt ſet — Beſides, if 1 ſhou'd 
Nay, I don't know but my ſather in:good-nature may preſs 
me to the immediate hgning the deed of conveyance of 
my eſtate; and I'll defer it as long as Jean Well, 
g you'll come to a reſolution ? 


Arg. I can't. Reſolution” muſt, come to me, or I ſhall 
never have one. 


Scan. Come, Valentine, III go with you; l've fomcthing 
in my head to communicate to you. 


u v. 


ANGELICA. Sir SAMPS ON, TATTL E, Nr: 
FRAIL, Miis PR UE. 


Sir Samp. What, is my ſon Valentine gone? What, is 
he ſneak d off, and would not fee his brother? There's an 
unnatural whelp ! there's an ill-natured dog! What, were 

you here. too, Madam, and could not keep him? cou'd 
ntither love, nor duty, nor natural aſſecbion oblige bim? 
P Odſbud, Madam, have no more to. ſay to him; hel is not 

worth your coufideration, The rogue has not a drachm 

of gencrous love about him: all intereſt, al intereſt; he's 
an undone ſcoundrel, and courts. your cſtate: youu o'me, 
| he docs not care a doit for your perſon. 

Aug. l'm ptetty even with him, Sir Sampſon;: hs if 
| exe Lcou'd-hava:lik'd any thing ia him, it ſhould have 
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Been his eſtate too: but fince that's gone, the bait's off, 
and the naked hook appears, 
Sir Samp. Ods-bud, well-ſpoken; and you are a wiſer 
woman than I thought you were: for moſt. young women 
now a- days axe to be tempted with a naked hook. 
Arg. If 1 marry, Sir Sampſon, I'm for a good eſtate 
vith any man, and for any man with a good cſtate : there- 
fore if 1 were obliged to make a. choice, I declare. 1 d ra- 
ther have you than your ſon. 
Sir Samp. Faith and troth you're a wiſe woman, and 
Tm glad to hear you ſay ſo; I was afraid you were in 
love with the reprobate; odd, I was ſorry for you with 
all my heart: hang him, munogrcl; caſt him off; you ſhalt 
| ſee the rogue thew himſelf, and make love to ſome de- 
ſponding Cadua of fourſcore for ſuſtenance, Odd, I love 
to ſee a young ſpendthrift forced tò cling to an old woman 
for ſupport, like ivy round a dead oak: faith 1 do; I 
love to ſce em hug and cotton together, like down upon 
a thiſtle. 


SCENE VL 
Le hb BEN LEGEND an# SERVANT, 


Ben. Where's father ? 
Serv. There; Sir, bis back's toward you. IE 
Sir S. My ſon gen! Bleſs thee, my dear boy; body 
- 0c; thou art heartily welcome. 
Hen, Thank you, father, and I'm glad to ſee ou. 
Sir Samp. Odse- bud, and l am glad to ſee thee ; kiſs me, 
boy, kiſs me again and again, dear Ben. [Ker him. 
Ben. So, 10, enough, —— Id mum Kiſs 
theſe geatlewomen. 
Sir amp. And fo thou — n my ſon 
Ben. 
| Bes. Foaſooth, if you pleaſe [Salate ber} - Nays 
| 0 Miſueſz, I'm not for dropping anchor here; about ſhip 
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i faith Ki/cs Weakly: Nay, and you too, my little cocks. 
boat o ue. Mise. 

Tut. Sir, you're 3 aſhore. 

Ben. Thank: you, thank you, friend, | 

Sir Samp. Poms haſt been many a weary league, Ben, 
ſinee I ſaw thee. 

Ben. Ey, ey, * been fat vough; and that be 41 
Well, father; and how do all at home? How does brother 
Dick, and brother Vall? 

Sit Samp. Dick, body o me, Dick has been dead theſe- 
two years; I writ you word when you.were. at Leghorn. 

Ben. Meſs, that's true; marry, I had forgot. Dick's- 

_ dtad; as you ſay—Well, and how? I have many queſtions - 
to aſk you: A ys ben't: marry'd Os —_— be 
74 

— No, Glo Lon ſhall marry, 8 I would: 
not-marry for thy fake. 

Ben. Mays what does that Ggnity "alas 64 you matry 
again- hy then, I'll go to ſea again, ſo there's 
one for t other, an that be all Pray don't let me be 
your hindrance; een marry a God's name. an the. wind ſit- 
that way. As for my part, mayhap 1 have no mind to 
marr 

"Mes Frei. That won's.be pity, ſuch-a mathe young: 2 

leman. 

Ben. Ge * he, , nay, forſvoth, AD; 2 "on 
for joking,” I'll joke with-you for I love my jeſt, an the 
Mp were ſmking, as we ſay'n at ſea. But JI. tell you. 
why 1 don't much ſtand towards matrimony, I love to» 
roam about from port. to port, and from land to land: I 
could never abide to be port-baund, as wie call it 5 now, a. 
man that is marry'd; has, as it were, d' ye ſee, his. feet i in» 
the bilboes, _ 2 _— get em out again When 
he won d. St, p FA $19 2 

Sir Samp. Ben a wag. . 

Ben. A man that 2 wn 00 is no more likes 

another man than à galicy-Mlave is like one of us frees © 


*. 
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faifors'; he is chain'd to an oar all his life; and mph 

fotced to tug a leaky veſſel into the bargain. | 

. Sir Samp. A very wag, Ben's «very wags only a * 
rough, he wants a little poliſhing- 

Mrs F/ Not at all; l like his humour mightily, tis 
pin and honeſt; I ann like- fuek. a. — in a buſe 
band extremely. 

Ben. Say*n you fo, forſooth? des and I-Ghould lire 
ſuch a handſome gentie woman for a. bedfellow hugely; how- 
ſay you, Miſtreſs, would you like going to ſea? Meſs, 
you're a tight vefſe}, and well rigg'd, an you were but as: 
well mann'd. 

"Mrs Frail. I ſhould not doubt that, if you were maſter 
of me 

Ben. But I'll tell you one thing, an you come to wo in 
a high wind, or that lady——you mayn't carry ſo much 
ſail o' your head Top and top-gallant; by the Mele. 

Mrs Frail. No, why ſo? 

Ben. Why, an you do, you may run the riſk to be 
everſet, and then you'll carry youy keels above water, he, 
he, he: 

Ang. I ſwear. Mr Benjamin is the 5 vag in na- 
ture; an abſolute ſea- wit. | 

Sir Samp. Nay, Ben has parts, but as I told you-before, 
they want a little poliſhing : you. mot not take _ — 
ill, Madam, 

Ben. No, I hope the gentle woman i is not angry; a 
all in good part; for if | give a jeſt, I'll take a jeſt; and 
ſo, forſooth, you may be as free with me. bs 

Ang. I thank you, Sir, I am not at all offended ,———» 
Bat methinks, Sir Sampſon, you. ſhould leave him alone 
witk his en. Mr Tattle, we uſt nat n Ion 
vors. 

Tat. Well, Miſs, 1 *. your a Aide! to Mid. 
Sir Samp. Body o' me, Madam, you ſay true 
ook you, Ben, this is your miſtreis Come, Miſs, you 
muſt not be thame-fac'd ; we'll leave vou together. $1254 
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MI. I ean't abide to be WN mayn't my couſin 
ftay with me? T 

Sir Samp. No, no- Came, let's mn | 

Ben. Lock you, father, mayhap the young woman 
mayn't take a liking to me 

Sir Samp. | warrant thee, boy; come, mn, ante 
gone 3 U venture that. 
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* Ae DEX a Mi PRU E. 


Ben. Come, Miſtreſs, will you cheese fit down ? ſor 
an you ſtand a-ſtern a that'n, we ſhall never grapple toge - 
ther Come. Tu haul a chair; e an 750 n to 
fit, 1'll fit by you, 

M.., You, need not ſit ch near one ; if 1 you: have any: 
thing to ſay, I can hear you further off, I an't dea. 
Bes, Why, that's true, as, you ſay ; nor an't I dumb; 1 
can, be heard as far as another. I'll have off to plcaſe 
you. [Sts further eff.] An we were a league afunderg d 
ungertake to hold diſcourſe with. you, an twere not a 
main high wind indeed, and full ia my teeth. Loud you, 
for moth 1 am, as it were, bound ſor the land of matri- 
mony 3 tis a voyage, d'ye ſee, that was none of my ſeeks - 
ing, I was commanded by father, and if you like of it, 
may hap l may- ſteer, into your harbour. How ſay you, 
Miſtreis 2: The ſhort of the thing is, that if you lie me, 
and [| like you, we may chance to e in a banumock to- 


ges. 7 
5. 1 dont know what to lay 10 you, nor mee 
to ſpeak with you at all. & 261 42yol 


Ben. No, I'm ſorry for that. —— But pray, why a are 
you ſo ſcornful? 

Miſs. As long as one ** e eee one 
had better not ſpcak at all, I think; and m. 1 won't ee 0 
a lie for the matier. 

Ben. Nay, you fay true in * tis but a folly to o lie 2 2:5 
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for to ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the contrary 
way, is as it werc, to look one way and row another. 
Now, for my part, d'ye fee, I'm for carrying things above 
board, l'm not for keeping any thing under hatches, —— 
ſo that if you ben't as willing as Il, ſay ſo a God's name, 
there's no harm done; may-hap you may be ſhame-ſac'd, 
ſome maidens tho'f they love a man well enough, yet they 
don't care to tell'n ſo to's face: if that's the cafe, why 
ſilence gives conſent. 

M.,. But l'm ſure it is not ſo, for I'll ſpeak ſooner than 
you ſhould believe that; and I'll ſpeak truth, though one 
ſhould always tell a lic to a man; and I don't care, let my 
father do what he will; I'm too big to be whipt, ſo I'll 
tell you plainly, I don't like you, nor love you at all, nor 
never will, that's more: ſo, there's your auſwer for you; 
and don't trouble me no more, you ugly thing. 

Ben. Look you, young woman, you may learn to give 
good words however, I ſpoke you fair, d'ye ſee, and 
civil; As for your love or your liking, I don't value 
it of a rope's end; and may-hap [I like you as little 
as you do me. — What I faid was in obcdience to 
father; gad I fear a wiipping no more than you do. But 
I tell you one thing, if you ſhou'd give ſuch language at 

ſea, you'd have a cat o nine-tails laid croſs your thoulders, 
Fleth-! who are you? You heard t'ather handſome young 
woman ſpeak civilly to me, of her own accord: whatever 
you think of yourſelf, gad I don't think you are any more 
to compare to her, than a can of ſmall bear to a bowl of 
punch. , 

Ms. Well, EP there” s a handſome gentleman, and a 
fine gentleman, and a ſweet gentleman, that was here, that 
loves me, and | love him; and if he fees you ſpeak to me 
any more, he'll thraſh your jacket for you, he will, you 
great ſea - calf. 

Ben. What, do you mean that fair- weather ſpark that 
was here juſt now ? Will he thraſh my jacket ?!—Let'n— 
let'n—But and he comes near me, may-hap I may have 


giv'a a falt cel for's ſupper, for all that. What does father 
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mean to leave me alone as ſoon as I come home, with ſuch 
a dirty dowdy ?—Sea-calf! I-an't calf enough to lick your 
chalk d face, you cheeſe-curd you. Marry thee! Oons, 
I'll marry a Lapland witch as ſoon, and-[ive upon ſelling 
contrary winds, and wreck'd veſſels. - 
Miſs. I won't be call'd names, nor I won't be abus u 
thus, ſo I won't,—If I were a man—{cries.]—you durſt not 
talk at this rate No, you durſt not, you ſtiaking tar» 
barrel, 


1 
on 


S C E N E VII. 
[To them] Mrs FORESIGHT 20 Mrs FRAIL, 


Mrs Fore. They have quarrel'd juſt as we cou'd wiſh, 
Ben. Tar-barrei? Let your ſweet-heart there call me 
ſo, if he'll take your part, your Tom Eſſence, and I'll ſay 
ſomething to him; gad I'll lace his muſk doublet for him, 
Fil make him ſtink; he ſhall ſmell more like a weaſel than, 
a civet cat, afore I ha' done with en. 

Mrs Fore. Bleſs me, what's the matter? Miſs ? What 
does ſhe ry — Mr Benjamin, what have you donc to 
her? | . 

Ben, Let her. cry: the more ſhe cries, the leſs ſheꝰll 
ſhe has been gathering foul weather i in her mouth, and 


now it rains out at her eyes. 
Mrs Fore. Come, Miſs, come along with me, ang tell mie, 


poor child. 

Mrs Frail. Lord, what ſhall we do ? there's my brother 
- Foreſight, and Sir 8ampſon coming. Siſter, do you take 
Miſs down into the parlour, and III carry Mr Benjamin 
into my chamber, for they muſt not know that they are 
fall'n out.———Come, Sir, will you venture yourſelf with 
me ? [Looking kindly on him. 


Ben. Venture, Meſs, and that I will, tho” twere to ſea 
in 2 ſtorm. 
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Sir SAMPSON and FORESIGHT. 


Sir Samp. I left 'em together here ; what, are they 
gone ? Ben's a briſk boy; he has got her into a corner, 
father's own ſon, faith, he'll touzle her, and mouzle her; 
the rogue's ſharp ſet, coming from ſea; if he ſhould not 
ſtay for ſaying grace, old Foreſight, but fall to without 
the help of a parſon, ha? Odd, if he ſhou'd, I cou'd not 
be angry with him; twou'd be but like me, 4 chip of 
the old block, Ha! thou'rt melancholic, old prognoſtication; 
as melancholic as if thou hadſt ſpilt the falt, or par'd thy 
nails on a Sunday.— Come, cheer up, look about 
thee : look up, old ſtar- Sager. Now is he poring upon 
the ground for a crooked pin, or an old horſe- nail, with 
the head towards him. 

Fore. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the wedding to-morrow 
morning. 

Sir Samp. With all my heart. 

Fore. At ten o'clock, punctually at ten. 

Sit Samp. To a minute, to.a ſecond ; thou ſhalt ſet thy 
watch, and the bridegroom {hall obſerve its motions ; they 
ſhall be married to a minute; go-to bed to a minute; and 
when the alarm ſtrikes, they ſhall keep time like the 
figures of St Dunſtan's clock, and cogſummatum ei hall ring 
all over the patiſh.—— 


s EZ N E Xx 


cr them] s CAN DAL. 


Scan. Sir Sampſon, fad news. 

Fore. Bleſs us 

Sir samp. Why, what's the matter ? 

Scan. Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you and 
him, and all of us, more than any thing elſe 2 

Vol. I. Y 
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Sir Samp. Body o' me, I don't know any univerſal griev- 
ance, but a new tat, or the loſs of the Canary ſlect. Un- 
leſs popery ſhou'd_ be landed in the Weſt, or che French 
fleet were at an anchor at Blackwall. 

Scan. No, | Undoubtedly Mr. Foreſight he. all chi 
and might have prevented it. | | 

: Fore. Tis no earthquake! 

Scan. No, not yet; nor whirlwind. But we Fon” t 1 
what it may come to.—— But it has had a conſequence 
already that touches us all. | 

Sir Samp. Why, body o'me, out with't, | 

Scan. Something has appear'd ro your ſon valentine 
He's gone to bed upon't, and very ill He ſpeaks 
little, yet he ſays he has a world to ſay. Aſks far his fa- 
ther and the wiſe Foreſight ; talks of Raymond Lully, 


* 


and the ghoſt of Lilly. He has ſecrets to impart 1 ſup- 


Pole to you two. I can get nothing out of him but ſighs. 
He deſires he may ſee you in the morning, but would not 
be diſturb'd to-night, becauſe he bas ſome buſineſs to do 


in a dream. 


Sir Samp. Hoity toity, what have I to do with his | 


dreams or his divinations——Body o'me, this is a trick to 
defer ſigning the conveyance. I warrant, the devil will 


tell him in a dream, that he muſt not part with his eſtate: 
bit I'll bring him a parſon, to tell him that the devil's A. 


liar—Or, if that won't do, I'll bring a lawyer, that ſhall 


.out-lie the devil. And ſo I'll try whether my Men 


nere 
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. 
* 


Scan. Klas, Mr Foreſight, I'm afraid all Is not. rigln 
—You are a, wiſe man, and a conſcientious man; a ſcarch- 
er joto. obſcurity. and futurity ; and if you commit an er- 
Tor, it is with a great deal of W n 
and faution. . 195708 | 5 
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Fort. Ah, good Mr Scandal 

Scan, Nay, nay, tis manifeſt; I do not flatter you 
But Sir Sampſon is haſty, very haſty ;—I'm afraid he is 
not ſcrupulous enough, Mr Foreſight— He has been wicked, 
and Heav'n grant he may mean well in his affair with you 
—But my mind gives me, theſe things cannot be wholly 
inſiguificant. You are wiſe, and ſhou'd not be MP” rae 
methinks you ſhou'd not 

' Fore, Alas, Mr Seandal;,— Humasum eft errure. 

Scan. You ſay true, man will err; mere man will err 
but you are ſomething more — There has been wiſe men; 
but they were ſuch as you—men who conſulted the ſtars, 
and were obſervers of omens—Solomon was wiſe, but 
how !—by his judgment in aſtrology—3o ſays Piacda in 
his third book and eighth chapter — 

Fire. You are learned, Mr Scandal 

Scan. A trifler——but 2 lover of art——Aand the wiſe 
men of the Eaſt owed their inſtruRion. to a Rar, which is 
rightly obſerv'd by Gregory the Great in favour of aſtrolo- 
gy! And Albertus Magnus makes it the- moſt valuable 
{cience. Becauſe, (fays he) it teaches us to conſider the 
cauſation of cauſes, in the cauſes of things. 

"Fore, 1 proteſt 1 honour you, Mr Scandal T did not 
think you had been read i in theſe matters Few young 
men are inclin'd 

Stan. I thank my ſtars that have inclined me ut L 
tear this marriage, and making over this eſtate, this tranſ- 
ferring of a rightful inheritance, will bring judgments up- 
on us, I propheſy it, and I wou'd not have the fate of 
Caſſandra, not to be believ'd. Valentine is diſturb'd, 
what can be the cauſe of that? and Sir Sampſon is hur-- 
ried on by an "unuſual violence l fear he does not act 
wholly from himſelf; methinks he docs not look as he 
uſed to do. 

"Fore, He was _ of an impetuous pature—But as 
to this marriage, I have mute the ſtars, aud all ap- 
pearances are proſperous 


Scan. Come, come, Mr Foreſight, let not the pro- 
1 2 


| 
| 
| 
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ſpect of worldly lucre carry you beyond ' your judgment, 
nor againſt your coliſcience——You are not larisfied that 


you act juſtly.” 


.* Fore. How? 8 0 
Kon. You ate hot 1 1 pit i am OY to dif- 
wage you—But it is palpable that you are not ſatisfied. 
* Fore, How does it appear, Mr Scandal? 1 think I am 
very well ſatisſied. 
Scan. Either you ſuffer yourſelf to deceive yourſelf ;; or 
vou do not know yourſelf, 
Pore. Pray explain yourſelf; 
San. Do you ory well o'nights ? 
"Fore. Very well. 
Scan. Are vou certain? You do not look ſo. 
7 e. Jam in health, I think. 
San. So was Valentine this morning; and look' d juſt ſo, 
Fire. How! am I alter'd any way? 1 don't perceive it. 
1 Scala. That may be, but your beard is longer than ir 


was two hours ago. Ga et fn 


Fot. indeed! bleſs me ! 


111 N A I. 
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Mrs Fire. Huſband, will you go to bed? Tis ten 2 
clock, Mr Scandal, your ſervant. 
© Scan, Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my "7 ATION 
but I muſt work her into the project. You keep early 
hours, Madam. | 

Mrs Fore. Mr 1 a0 00 is punctual, we ft up after 
him. 
Fre. My dear, pray lend me your glaſs, your | Title 
looking-glaſs. _ 
Scan. Pray, lend it him, Madam I tell you the 
reaſon. [She gives him the glaſs: Scandal and ſhe whiſper.] 
My paſſion for you is grown ſo violent——that I am 09 
longer maſter of myſcli—] v Was * in the morn- 
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ing, when you had charity enough to give me your atten- 
fon, and l bad hopes of finding another opportunity of ex- 
plain ing myſelf to you—but was diſappointed all this dax; 
and the uncaſineſs that has attended me ever ſince, brings 
me now hither at this unſeaſonable hour — _ , 2 

Mrs Fre. Was there ever ſuch impudence, to make 
love to me before my huſband's face! Ell ſocar IU tell 
him. 

Scar. Do, I'll die a martyr, rather than Uiſclaim - my 
paſſion. But come a little farther this way, and II tell 
you what project I Bad to get him out of the way, that I 
might have an opportunity of waiting upon you. [/hiſper. 

[Foreſight locking in the glaſs. 
Fort. I do not ſee any revolution here ;z—methinks [ 
look with a ſerene and benign aſpet—pale, a little pale 


but the roſes of theſe cheeks have been gather d many 


years ;—ha ! 1 do not like that ſudden fuſhing Gone 
already — hem, hem, hem ! faintiſh. My heart is pretty 
good; yet it beats; and my pulſes, ha !—I have none 
Mercy on me hum Yes, here they are Gallop, gallop, 
gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, hey! whither will they hurry 
me Now they're gone again And now I'm faint again; 
and pale again, and hem! and my, hem !-—breath, hem 
grows ſhort ;-bem! hem! he, he, hem! 

Scan. It takes, purſue it ia the name of 10 and 
pleaſure. 

Mrs Fore. How do you do, Mr Foreſight? 

Fore, Hum, not ſo well as I thought 1 was. Lend me 


your hand. 


Scan. Look you there now---Your Lady fays, your leep 
has been unquiet of late. 


Fore. Very likely. 
Mrs Fore. O mighty reſtleſs, but I was afraid to tel 


bim fo, He has been ſubject to talking aud ſtarting. 


Scan. And did not uſe to be ſo? 
Mrs Fire. Never, never ; *till within theſe three nights; 
I cannot ſay that he has once broken my reſt liner we 


have been marticd. | 
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Fore, I will go to bed. 

Scan. Do ſo, Mr Foreſight, and Jay2your prayers---He 
looks better than he did. 

Mrs Fore; Nurſe, nurſe! - v4 1 32 

Fore. Do you think ſo, M Scandal % 

Scan. Les, yes, I hope this will be 2096 * n 
"taking i it in time . 

Fore. I hope ſo. 


s c EN R xm. 


j ONS 1 n nnen 


Mrs Fore. . your maſter is not wm \pat im to 
bed. | 
Scan. I hope you will be able to fs Valentine in- the 
morning. you had beſt take a little diacodion and cow- 
flip-water, and * upon your backs may be you may 
dream. 

Fore. I thank yon, Mr Scandal, 1 e let 


me have a watch-light, and lay the crums. _ TINS by 


me 
Nurſe, Yes, Sir. | | n 
Fore. And—— hem, hem ! I am very faint, 
Scan. No, no, you look much better. | 

Fiore. Do 1? And, d'ye hear---bring me, let l 

witbin a quarter of twelve —hem— be, hem juſt up- 


on tbe turning of the tide, bring me the urinal: And | 


hope, neither the lord of my aſcendant, nor the moon will 
be combuſt; and then I may do well. 
Scan- I bope ſo Leave that to me; I will orc a 


Icheme 1 and 1. hape 1 hall find both Sol and. Venus in 


the ſixth houſe, 
Fire. 4 thank-you, Mr 8 indeed ha — be 
a great comfort to me, Hem, hem ! good night. 
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Lan. Good night, good Mr rertäghrp-usd T hope 
Mars and Venus will be in conjuhtion,—whitle | your wife 
and I are together, 

Mrs Fire. Well, and what uſe do you hope to make of 
this project? 'You don't think that you are ever like to 
ſuccced in * * upon me ? . 

Scan. Yes, faith, 1 do; I have a better opinion both of 
you and myſelf, than to deſpair. 

Mrs Fere, Did you cver bear fuch a toad ?—harkye, de- 
vil; do you think any woman honeſt ? 

Sun Yes, Rveral very honeſt; they'll cheat a kecle at 
cards, ſometimes, but that's nothing. 

Mrs Fore. P'ſhaw! but virtuous I mean. 

Scan. Les, faith, I believe ſome women are virtuous 
too; but *tis as I believe ſome men are valiant, through 
feat For why ſhould a man court danger, or a woman 
ſhun pleaſure ? 

Mrs Fire. O —— what ate conſcience and ho- 
nour? mit e 

Scan. Why, honour is a public enemy; and conſcience 
na domeſtie thief; and he that would ſecure his pleaſure, 

muſt pay a tribuſe to one, and go halves with t'other. As 
for hon our, that you have ſecur'd; for you have unn d 
a perpetual opportunity for pleaſure. 
Mrs Fore. An opportunity for pleaſure ! 

Scan. Ay, your huſband; a huſband is an opportunity 
for pleafure ; fo you have taken care of honour, and tis 
the leaſt I can do to take care of conſcience. 
Mrs Fore. And fo you think we are free for one an- 
other ? | 

Scan. Yes, faith, I think fo; I love to ſpeak my mind. 

Mrs Fore. Why, then I'll ſpeak my mind. Now, 
as to this aſfair between you and me. Here you make 
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love to me; why, I'll confeſs it does not diſpleaſe me. 
Your perſon is well enough, and your: underLanding is 
not amiſs. 

Scan. 1 of myſelf; but I think Va 
neither deform'd nor a fool. — - 

Mrs Fire. But you have a vitiainous A you are 
A libertine in ſpeech as well as practice, 
Scan Come, I know what you would ſay,——you. think 
it more dangerous to be ſeen in converſation with me, 
than to allow ſome other men the laſt ſavour; you miſtake, 
the liberty U take in talking is purelFaffeed, for the 
ſervice of your ſex. He that firſt cries out, Stop thief, is 
often he that has ſtol'n the treaſure. I am a juggler, that 
act by conſederacy; and if you pleaſe, we'll put a trick 
upon the world. | 
Mrs Fore, Ay; but you are ſuch an * juggler, 
chat l'm afraid you have a great many f 

Scan. Faith, I'm ſound. 8 x 

Mrs Fore. O, ca u ſwear you're eden. 

Scan. Pl ſwear you're handſome. | 

Mrs Fore. Piſh, you'd tell me fo, though you aid net 
think ſo. 
Scan. And you'd think lo, though I ſhould not tell, 20 
fſo.—And-now I think we know one another pretty well. 
Mrs Fire. O Lord, who's there ? 


S S EN E XV. 


70 them] Mrs F RAIL and BEN. 


Ben. Meſs, I love to ſpeak my mind Father has 
aothing to do with me.—Nay, I can't ſay that neither; be 
has ſomething to do with me. But what does that fGignify ? 
if ſo be, that I ben't minded to be ſteer'd by him; tis as 
tho'f he ſhould ſtrive againſt wind and tide. 

Mrs Frail. Ay, but, my dear, we muſt keep it ſecret, till 
the eſtate be ſettled; for you know. marrying without an 
eſtate, is like failing in a ſhip without ballaſty--- - 
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- Ben. He, he, he; why, that's true; juſt ſo for *. 
world it is inderd, as like as two cable-ropes.. 

Mrs Frail. And though I have a good portion, you av 
one would not venture all in one bottom. 

Ben. Why, that's true again; for mayhap one bottom 
may ſpring a leak. You have hit it indeed, Meſs, you've 
nick'd the channel. 

Mrs Frail, Well, but if you ſhould forſake me after all, 
you'd break my heart». 

Ben, Break your heart! I'd rather the Marygold ſhou'd 
break her cable in a ſtorm, as well as 1 love her. Fleſh, 
you don't think I'm falſe-hearted like a landman. A ſailor 
will be honeſt, tho'f mayhap he has never a penny of mo- 
ney in his pocket Mayhap I may not have fo fair a 
face as a citizen or a courtier;-but for all that, I've as good 
blood in my veins, and a heart as ſound as a baſket. 

Mrs Frail. And-will you love me always? 

Ben. Nay, an I love once, Fll ſtick like pitch; II tell 
you that. Come, ll ing you a ſong of a ſailor. 

Mrs Frail. Hold, there's my fGſter; 1'l] call her to hear it. 
Mrs Fore, Well, I won't go to bed to my huſband to- 
night ; becauſe I'll retire ro my own ILY and think 
of what you have ſaid. 

Scun. Well ; youth give me leave to wait upon you to 
your chamber-door, and leave you- my laſt inſtractions? 

Mrs Fore, Hold, here's my faſter coming towards us. 

Mrs Frail. If it won't interrupt you, I'II entertain you 
with a ſong. 

Ben. The ſong was aſs upon one of our ſhip! s-crew's 
wiſe; our boatſwain made the ſong ; mayhap you may 
know her; Sir. Before ſhe-marry'd, ſhe was call d buxom 
Joan of Deptford. | | 

Scan. 1 have heard of her, [Ben ſings, 
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A ſoldier and afathr, 
A tinker and a tailor, 

Had once a doubtful ſtrife, Sin, 
Jo make a maid a wife, Sir, 
Whoſe name was buxom Joan. 


Nie wow the time was ended, ; 
wat When ſve is mire intended, © © 
To lick ber lips at men, Sir, n 
Int Ae gnaw the ſhects in vain, Sir. Av 
; "Sil yo nights alone. aq; ” EY 
hiv us II. 119 121 Fo f 
fF 2alt + 


Ike ſoldier fore bike Shundery , 
He lav 4 ber mare than-plunder ig 4 3 21d, 
Ard ſbe ud her many a ſcar, Si, 
95 2 That he had brougbt from far, Sir. PR 


4. Hth fighting for ber ſalee. "8 | 
- The tailer thaught to pleoſe ler 
With off ring ber bis => gn | 314 
Tbe tinker too, with-mettle, | 1 01 earl 
Said be could mend he- PE 611 1062 


Aud. flop up e J cis va voss 
Kenn men Of75 | e II. 5 


eq N + 
1 21 „e e theſe thrte were m e | 
| Tie failors flily waiting, - | ; . a 
| Thought if it came about, r, : 
| That they fhould all fall out, Sir, 
| . He then might play bis part. 
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And juſt “en as be meant, Sir, 
To lagg er beads they went, Sir, 
And then be let fly at her 
A ſpot *twixt wind and water, - 
That won this fuir maid's bearts "> 4 


Ben. If ſome of our crew that came to ſee me, are not 
gone, you ſhall ſee that we failors can dance ſometimes, as 
well as other folks. [#hi/tles.] I warrant that brings 'em, 
an they be within hearing. 


Enter SEAMEN, 


Oh here they be—and fiddles along with em; tome, my 
lads, let's have a round, and I'll make one. [Dance. 

Ben. We're merry folks, we ſailors, we han't much to 
care for. Thus we Jive at ſea; cat biſket, and drink 
flip; put on a clean ſhirt once a guarter——<come home 
and ly with our landladies once a year, get rid of a little 
money; then put off with the next fair wind. tlow 
d'ye like us ? 

Mrs Frail. O yorf are the happieſt, merrieſt men alive. 
Mrs Fore. We're beholden to Mr Benjamin or this en- 
tertainment. I believe 'tis late. 

Ben. Why, forſooth, an you think fo, you had beſt go 
to bed. For my part, I mean to toſs a can, and remember 
my ſweet- heart, afore I turn in; may-bap I may dream 
of her. 

Mrs Fore. Mr Scandal, you had beſt go to bed and 
dream too, 

Scan, Why faith, ! have a good lively imagination; 
and can dream as much to the purpoſe as another, if I ſet 
about it; but dreaming is the poor retreat of a lazy, hope- 
leſs, and imperfe& lover; 'tis the laſt glimpſe oſ love to 
worn-out ſinners, and the faint dawning of e to wiſh - 
ing girls, and growing boys. 
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There's nought but willing, waking dove, that can 
Make bleſt the ripen'd maid and finiſh'd man. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Valentine's Lodging. 
SCANDAL, and JERENY, 


SCANDAL. 


ELL, is your maſter ready ? does he look madly, 
and talk madly ? | 

Jere. Yes, Sir; you need make no great doubt of that; 
he that was ſo near-turning poet yeſterday morning, can't 
be much to feek in playing the madman to-day. 

Scan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with the rea- 
fon of his deſign ! 

Jer. No, Sir. not yet;——he has a mind to try, 
whether his playing the madman wori't make her play 
the fool, and fall in love with him; or at leaſt own, that 
| the has lov'd him all this while and conce:. Pd it. 
Scan. I ſaw her take coach juſt now with her maid; 
and think I heard her bid the coachman drive hither. 

Fer. Like enough, Sir, for I told her maid this morning 
my- maſler was run ſtark mad only for love of her miſtreſs. 
IT hear a coach ſtop; if it ſhould be fhe, Sir, I believe he 
would not ſee her, till he hears how ſhe takes it. 

Scan. Well, Vil try her tis ſhe, here ſhe comes, 


SCENE II. 


[ them] ANGELICA, with JENNY. 


Ang. Mr. Scandal, I ſuppoſe you don't think it a no- 


velty, to ſec. a woman viſit a man at his own. ladgings in 
morning ? 
Scan. Not upon a kind occaſion, Madam. But when 
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—— 98 wo 


B 72 wy 


= 


LOVE FOR LOVE 264 


x lady comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin'd lover, and make 
mani feſt the cruel triumphs of her beauty; the barbarity of 
it ſomething ſurpriſes me. 

Ang. 1 don't like raillery from a ferious face Pray 
tell me what's the matter ? 

7%r. No ſtrange matter, Madam, my maſter's mad, that's 
all: 1 ſuppoſe your Ladyſlip bas thought him ſo a great 
while. 

Ang. How d'ye mean, mad ? 

Jer. Why, faith, Madam, he's mad for want of his wits, 
juſt as he was poor for want of money; his head is e'en 
as light as his pocket; and any body that has a mind 
to a bad bargain, can't do better than to beg him for his 
eſtate. 

Ang. If you ſpeak truth, your endeavouring at wit is 
very unſeafonable. . i 

Scan. She's concern'd, and loves him. [ Aſide. 

Ang. Mr Scandal, you can't think me guilty of ſo much 
inhumanity, as not to be concern'd for a man I muſt own 
myſelf oblig'd;to—pray tell me truth. | 

Scan, Faith, Madam, I with telling a lie would mend 
the matter. But this is no new eſſect of an unſucceſsful 
paſhon. 

Aug. aſide.] I hace, not what to think— 
fhou'd be vex'd to have a trick put upon me 
not ſee him? | 

Scan. l'm afraid the phyſician is not willing you ſhou'd 
ſee him yet——Jcremy, go in and enquire. 


Yet I 
May L 


N 
SCANDAL, ANGELICA, JENNY, 


Ang. Ha! I faw him wink and ſmile——1 fancy 'tis a 
trick—Pll try——1 would diſguiſe to all the world a fail. 
ing, which I muſt own to you-—1T fear my happineſs de- 
pends upon the recovery of Valentine. Therefore I con- 
jure you, as you are his friend, and as you have compaſſion 

Vol. I. 2 
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upon one fearful of affliction, to tell me what I am to 


-hope for I cannot ſpeak———But you may tell me, 
For you know what I would aſk. 
Scan. So, this is pretty plain ze not too much con- 
cerned, Madam, I hope his condition is not deſperate: an 
; acknowledgment of love from you, perhaps, may work a 
eure; as the fear of your averſion occaſion'd his diſtem- 
Per. 

Ang. aſide] Say you ſo ? nay, then l'm convinc'd: and 
if I don't play trick for trick, may I never taſte the plea- 
ſure of revenge Acknowledgement of love! I find you 
have miſtaken my compaſſion, and think me guilty of a 
weakneſs I'm. a ſtranger to. -But I have too much fincerity 
to deceive you, and too much charity to ſuffer him-to-be 
deluded with vain hopes. Good nature and humanity 
oblige me to be concern'd for him; but to love is neither 
in my power nor inclination; and if he can't be cur'd 
without I ſuck the poiſon from his wounds, I'm afraid he 
won't recover his ſenſes till I loſe mine. 


Scan, Hey, brave woman, i'faith——— Won't you ſee 


im then, if he defire it! 

Aug. What ſignify a madman's-delires ! Befides, twou'd 
make me uncaſy—1f I don't ſee him, perhaps my concern 
For him may leſſen If 1 forget him, tis no more than he 
Bas done by himſelf; and now the ſurpriſe is over, me- 
thinks Fam not half ſo ſorry as I was. 
Scar. So, faith, good nature works apace ; you were con- 
feſſing an obligation to his love. 

Ang. But I have conſider'd that paſſions are unreaſon- 
-able and involuntary; if he loves, he can't help it; ang if 
I don't love, Ican't help it; no more than he can help his 
being a man, or I my being a woman; or no more than! 
-can help my want of inclination to ſtay longer here 


Come, ] enny. 8 


* 
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8 C ENB IV. 


Kar, Humph !—An admirable compoſition, faith, this 
fame womankind.! 

Jer. What, is ſhe gone, Sir? | 

Scan. Gone why ſhe, was never here; nor any where | 
elſe; nor 1 don't kaow her if I fee her; nor you neither, | 

Jer. Good lack! what's the matter now ? Are any more | 
of us to be mad? why, Sir, my maſter longs to ſec her; 1 
and is almoſt mad in good carneſt, with the joyful news of [ 
her being here. 

Scan. We are all under a miſtake——Aſk no queſtions, 
for I can't reſolve you; but I'll inform your maſter. Ia 
the mean time, if our project ſucceed no better with his 
father, than it does with his miſtreſs, he may deſcend from 
his exaltation of madnc1s into the road of common ſenſe, 
and be content only to be made a fool with other rcaſon- 
able people. I hear Sir Sampſon. Jou know your cue; 
Flt to your maſter. 


S CEN. E V. 


JEREMY, sir SAMPSON LEGEND, with a: 
LAWYER. 


Sir Samp. D'ye ſee, Mr Buckarm, here's the paper fign'd- 
with his own band. 

Buck, Good, Sir. And the conveyance is ready drawn 
in this box, if he be ready to ſign and ſeal. 

Sir samp. Ready, body o'me, he muſt be ready: his 
ſam-fickneſs ſhan't excuſe him—O,; here's his ſcoundiel : 
Surah, where's your maſter ? 

Fer. Ah, Sir, he's quite gone, 

Sir Sump. Gone! What, he is not dead? 

Jer. No, Sir, not dead. 
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Sir Samp. What, is he gone out of town, run away, ha! 
has he trick d me! ſpeak, varlet. 

Jer. No, no, Sir, he's ſafe enough, Sir, an he were but 
as found, poor gentleman. He is indeed here, Sir, and 
Not here, Sir. 

Str Sam Hey-day, raſtal, do you banter me? Sirrah, 
d'ye banter me: — Speak, Siuah, where is ke, for I will 
find him. 

Fer. Would you could, Sir; for he has loſt himſelf. In- 
cced, Sir, I have almoſt broke my heart about him 
I can't refrain tears when 1 think of him, Sir: I'm as me- 
lancholy for him as a paſſing- bell, Sir; or a horſe in 3 
pond, 

Sir Samp. A pox confound your ſimilitudes, 8ir—.— 
Speak to be underſtood, and tell me in plain terms what 
the matter is with him, or I'll crack your fool's ſcull. 

Fer. Ah, you've hit it, Sir, that's the matter with him, 
Sir; his fkull's . poor gentleman; he's ſtark mad, 
Sir. , 

Sir Samp. Madt 

Buck. What, is he non compos? | 

Jer. Quite now compos, Sir. 

Buck. Why, then all's obliterated, Sir Sampſon, if he be 
nen con es mentis, his act and deed will be of no eſfect, it is 
not good in law. 

Sir Samp. Oons, I won't believe it; let me ſce him, dit 
Mad, Il make him ſind his ſenſes, 

Jer. Mr Scandal is wich him, Sir; Ell knock at the 
door. {Goes to the Scene, -which opens. 


» 
3 2% It. Is 4a - 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, II. 
REMY an LAWYER, Valentine upon on couch 
orderly dre d. 


Sir Samp. How now, what's here to do?. 
Val. tha! who's that? p 
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Far. For Heaven's ſake ſoftly, Sir, and gently; don't 
provoke hun. 

Val. Anſwer me, who is that, and that? | 

Sir $amp. Gad ſbobs, does he not know me ? Is he miſ- 
chievous ? I'll ſpcak gently Val, Val, duſt thuu not 
know me, boy? not know thy own father, Val! 1 am 
thy own father, and this is honeſt Brief Buckram the 
lawyer. 

Val. It may be fo——1 did not know you——the world 
is full —— There are people that we do know, and people 
that we do not know; and yet the fun ſhines upon all 
alike — There are fathers that have many children; 
and there are children that have many fathers 'Tis 
ſtrange ! but Iam T ruth, and come to give the world the 
he. 

Sir Sump. Body o' me, know not what to fay to 
him. 

Val. Why does the lawyer wear black ?—Does he carry 
his conſcience withoutſide?— Lawyer, what att thou! doſt 
thoy know me ? 

Bk. O Lord, what muſt I fay ?—yes, Sir. 

Val. Thou lyeſt, for I am Truth. is hard I cannot 
get a livelihood amongſt you, I have been ſworn out of 


Weſtminſter-Hall the firit day of every term—let me ſee— 


no matter how long—bur l'li tell you one thing; 'tis a 
queſtion that would puzzle an arithmetician, if you ſhould 
aſk him, whether the bible ſaves more ſouls in Weſtmin- 
ſter- Abbey, or damns more in Weſtminſter-Hall; for my 
part, I am Truth, and can't tell; I have very few acquaint- 
ance. j 

Sir Samp. Body o' me, he talks * in his madneſs— 
has be no intervals? . 

Jer. Very ſhort, Sir. 

Buck, dir, I can do you no ſervice while he's in this con- 
dition; here's your paper, Sir—--he may do me a miſchief 
if | ſtay—— the convcyance is ready, Sir, if he recover his- 
ſcutes: 


23 
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S C E N E VII. 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, A 
RE Mx. 


Sir Samp. Hold, hold, hold, don't you go-yet. 

San. You'd better let him go, Sir; and ſend for him if 
there be ocralion 3 for I fancy his preſence provokes him 
more. 

Val. Is the lawyer gone? Tis well, then we may drink 
about without going r. by the ears—heigh-ho! what 
a clock is't? my father here! your bleſſing, Sir. | 
Sir Samp. He recovers—bleſs thee, Val, —how doſt thou 
do, boy? - 

Val. Thank you, Sir, pretty well——1 have been a little 
out of orden won't you pleaſe to fit, Sir? 

Sir: Samp. Ay, boy, Come, thou ſhalt fit down by 
me. 

Val. Sir, 'tis my duty to wait. 

Sir Samp.. No, no, come, come, fit thee down, honeſt 
val; how doſt thou do? let me feel thy pulſe—Oh, pretty 
welt now, Vat; body o' me, I was forry to ſee thee indiſ- 
poſed; but I'm glad thou art better, honeſt Val. 

Val.. I thank you, Sir. 

Stan. Miracle | the monſter grows loving. (Aſide. 

Sir Samp. Let me feel thy hand again, Val; it does not 
make I believe thou cant: write, Val-; ha, boy, thou 
can{t write thy name, Val Jeremy, ſtep.and overtake 
Mr Buckram, bid him make haſte back with the convey- 

ance ; quick, quick, [Tn whi per to Jer. 


$ C EN „ VIII. 


£ 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 


Scax. That ever I ſhou'd ſuſpect ſuch. a beathen of any 
zemorſe ! Allie. 


L 
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Sir Sanp. Doſt thou know this paper, Val? I know 
thou'rt honeſt, and wilt perform articles. 

[Shews him the paper, but hols it ont of his reach. 

Vil. Pray, let me fee it, Sir, You hold it ſo far off, 
that I can't tell whether I know it or no. 

Sir Samp. Sce it, boy? Ay, ay, why thou doſt ſee it— 
tis thy own hand, Vally. Why, let me ſce, I can read it 
as plain as can be; look you here, {Keags.] “The condi- 
« tion of this obligation”—--look you, as plain as can be, 
ſo it begins—-and then at the bottom As witneſs my 
„ hand, VALENTINE LEGEND,” in great letters; 
why, 'tis as plain as the noſe in one's face; what, are my 
eyes better than thine? I believe [ can read it farther off 
yet—lct me ſee. [Stretches- his arm as far as be can. 

Val. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir ? 

Sir Samp. Let thee hold, ſay'ſt thou? Ay, with all 
my heart—— What matter is it who holds it? What need 
any body hold it: Ill put it up in my pocket, Val, and 
then no- body need hold it. [Puts the paper in bis pecket.] 
There, Val, 'tis ſafe enough, boy——but thou ſhalt have 
it as ſoon as thou haſt ſet thy hand to another paper, 
kttle Val. 4 


SCEN E IK 
(To them] JEREMY, with BUCKR AM, 


Vat. What, is my bad genius here again! Oh no, it is 


the lawyer with an itching palm; and he's come to be 


ſcratch'd —— my nails are not long enough let me 
have a pair of red hot tongs quickly, quickly, and you 
ſhall ſce me act St Dunſtan, and lead the devil by the 
noſe. | | 

Buck. O Lord, let me be gone; I'll not venture myſelf 
With a madman. 
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Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, 12 
RE MV. | 


* 


Val. Ha, ha, ha, you need not run ſo faſt, honeſty will 
not overtake you—ha, ha, ha, the rogue une me out to 
be in forma 2x7. rg he preſently. 

Sir Samp.. Oons! what a vexation is here! I know not 
what to do, or ſay, nor which way to go. 

Val. Who's that, that's out of his way! lam Truth, and 
can ſer him right—Harkye, friend, the ſtraight road is the 
worſt way you can go——he that follows his noſe always,. 
will very often be led into a ſtink. Pr:b:tum eft. But what 
are you for, religion or politicks ? There's a couple of to- 
pics for you, no more like one another than oil and vine- 
gar; and yet thoſe two beaten together by a. ſtate-cook,, 
make fauce for the whole nation. 

Sir Samp. What the devil had I to do, ever to beget: 
ſons ? Why did I ever marry ? ' 

Val. Becauſe: thou wert a monſter, old boy; the two 
greateſt monſters in the world, are a man and a woman; 
What's thy opinion? 

Sir Samp. Why, my opinion is, that thoſe two monſters 
joined together, make yet & greater, that's a man 4 his 


wife. 


Val. Aha, old trieptaury* fay'ſt thou ſo: thou haſt 
A0 it. But 'tis wonderful ſtrange, Jeremy. 


Jer. What is, Sir ? 
Val. That gray bairs ſhou'd cover a green head, and 1 


make a fool of my father. What's here ! cr pater, or a- 
bearded Sybil ? If Propheſy comes, Truth muſt give place. 


8 E N E x. 


Sir SAMPSON, SCANDAL, FORESTGCORT, Mr. 
FORESIGHT, Mre FRAIL, 


Fore, What ſays he? What, did he propheſy ? Ha, Sir: 
Sampſon, bleſs us! how are we 2 
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vir Samp. Are we? A pox of your prognoſtication—— 
Why, we are fools as we uſe to be——— ons, that you 
eou'd not foreſee, that the moon would predominate, and 
my ſon be mad—— Where's your oppohtions, your trines, 
and your quadrates What did your Cardaa and your 
Ptolomy tell you? your Me:fahalah and your Longomon- 
tanus, your harmony of-chiromancy with aſtrology ? Ab! 
pox on't, that I that know the world, aud men and man 
ners, that don't believe a ſyllable in the ſky and ſtars, 
and ſun and almanacs, and traſh, ſhould be directed by a 
dreamer, an omen- hunter, and defer buſineſs in erpecta- 
tion of a lucky hour; when, body o'me, there never was 


a lucky hour after the firſt opportunity. 
0 


n 


SCANDAL, FORESIGHT, Mrs FORESIGHT, 
Mrs 1 | 


Fore. Ah, Sir Sampſon, Heav'n help your head This 
is none of your lucky hour; Nemo omnibus hr is fap:t. What, 
is he gone and in contempt of ſcience? Il ſtars, and un- 
convertible ignorance attend him. 

Scan. You muſt excuſe his paſſion, Mr Fotelight; for he 
has been heartily vex'd His fon is nn comp?s mentis, 
and thereby incapable of making any conveyance in law; 
ſo that all his meaſures are diſappointed. 

Fore. Ha! fay you ſo? 

Mrs Frail. What, has my ſea lover loſt his anchor of 
hope then ? [Aſide to Mrs Forclight, 
Mrs Fore. Oh ſiſter, what will you do with him? 

Mrs Frail. Do with him, ſead him to ſea again in the 
next foul weather He's us'd to an unconſtant clement, 
and won't be ſurpriſed to ſeg the tide turo'd. 

Fore. Whercin was 1 miſtaken, not to foreſee this? 

| D ouſt: ders, 
Scan. Madam, you and I can tell him ſomething” elſe, 
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that he did not foreſee, and more particularly relating to 
his on fortune. Allee Mr, Foreſight. 
Mrs Fore.. What do you meas 2 I, don't underſtand 


Scan. Huſh, hclyr=the pleaſures of laſt night, my dear, 
too Conſiderable to be forgot ſo ſoon, 

Mrs Fore. Laſt night! and what would your impudence- 
infer from laſt nigbt ! laſt night was like the night before, 
I think. 

Scar. *Sdeath, do you make no difference between me 
and your huſband ? | 

Mrs Fore. Not much, 
are mad in my opinion. 

Scan. You make me mad You are not ſerious ——. 
Pray, recollect yourſelf. 

Mrs orc. O yes, now I remember, you were very im- 
pertinent and impudent, and Tools have come to. 
bed to me. 


Scan. And did not! | 
Mrs Fore. Did not! with what face can you: aſk the 


queſtion, ? | 
Scan. This I have Reard of before, but never believ'd, 
J have been told; ſhe had that admirable quality of for- 
getting to a man's ſace in the morning, that ſhe had lain 
with him all night, and denying that the had done favours 
with more impudence, than ſhe cou'd grant em Ma- 
dam, I'm your humble ſervaut, and honour you. You 
look pretty well, Mr Forefight.— How did you reſt 
laſt night ? ut 2 
» Fore.” Truly, Mr Seandal, EF was fo taken up with 
bruken dreams and diſtracted viſions, that I remember 
little. 
San. Twas a very 8 * hut would 
ou not talk with Valentine, perhaps you may underſtand 
im; l'm apt to believe, there is ſomething myſterious in 
his di ſcourſco, aud N * rather think him iuſpir'd 
an mad. 
Forc. Lou ſpeak with ſingular good judgment, Mr 


he's ſuperſtitious, and you 
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$candal, truly i am mclining to your Turkiſh opinion 
in this matter, and do reverence a man whom the vulgar 
think mad. Let us go to him. 

Mrs Frail. Siſter, do you ſtay with them; I'll find 
out my lover, aud give him his diſcharge, and come to 
you. O' my conſcience here he comes, 


SCENE XII. 
Mrs FRAIL, BEN, 
Ben. All mad, I think Fleſh, I believe all the Ca- 


lentures of the ſea are come aſhore, for my part. 

Mrs Frail. Mr Benjamin in-choler ! 

Ben. No, I'm pleas'd well enough, now I have found 
you ——-Meſs, I have had ſuch a hurricane upon your 
account yonder.— 

Mrs Frail. My account, pray what's the matter ? 

Ben. Why, father came and found me ſquabbling with 
yon chitty fac'd thing, as he would have me marry.—— 
ſo he aſk d what was the matter. He aſk d in a ſurly 
ſort of 1. feems brother Val. is gone mad, and 
ſoꝛ that put 'n into a -paſſion;) but what did 1 know that, 
what's that to: me: 50 he aſk d in a ſurly fort of man» 
ner,——and gad I anſwer'd en as ſurlily; what tho'f he 
be my father ? 1 an't bound prentice to en: — ſo faith I 
told'n in plain terms, if I were minded to marry, I'd 
matry to pleaſe myſelf, not him: and for the young 
woman that he provided for me, | thought it more fitting 
for her to learn her ſampler, and make dirt-pies, than to 
look 'after a huſband; for my part 1 was none of her 
man I had another voyage to make, let him take it 
as he will. 

Mrs Frail. So then, you intend to go to ſea again ? 
Ben. Nay, nay, my mind run upon you, — but | would 
not tell him ſo much—$o he ſaid he'd make my heart 
ake; and if ſo be that he cou'd get a woman to his mind, 
he'd marry himſelf, * Gad, fays I, and you play the fool 
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and marry at theſe years, there's more danger of your 
head's aking than my heart. le was woundy angry 
when I gav'n that wipe. He had'nt a word to ſay, 
and ſo I left'n, and the green girl together; may-hãp 
the bee may bite, and A . marry her himſelf, with all 
my heart. 


Mrs Frail, And were you this undutiful and graceleſs 


wretch to your father ? 

Ber. Then why was he graceleſs err 
dutiful and graceleſs, why did he beget me ſo? I did not 
get my ſelf? 

Mrs Frail. O impiety! How have T been miſtaken! 
What an inhuman mercileſs creature have I ſet my heart 
upon? O I am happy to have diſcover'd the ſhelves and 
quickſands that lurk beneath that faithleſs ſmiling face! 

Ben. Hey toſs! what's the matter now ? Why, you 
ben't angry, be you? 

Mrs Frail. O ſee me no more,. for thou wert 
born amongſt rocks, ſuckled by whales, cradled in a tem- 
peſt, and whiſtled to by winds; and thou art come forth 

with fins and ſcales, and three rows of recth, I. moſt out- 
ragious fiſh of prey. 

Ben. O Lord, O Lord, ſhe's mad, poor young woman, 
love has turn'd her ſenſes, her brain is quite overſet. 
Well-a-day, how ſhall 1 do to ſet her to rights?” Fw 

Mrs Frail. No, no, T am not mad, monſter, Lam wiſe 


enough to find you out Hadſt thou the impudence to 
aſpire at being a huſband with that ſtubborn'and' diſobe- 


dient temper ? You that know not how to ſubmit to a 
father, preſume to have a ſufficient ſtock of duty to un - 
dergo a wife? I ſhould have been finely fobb'd indeed, 
very finely fobb'd. 

Be: Hark'ye forſooth; if ſo be that you are in your 
right ſenſes, d'ye fee; for ought as I perceive I'm like to 
be figely fobb'd,—if* I have got anger here upon your ac- 
count, and you are tack'd about already. What d' ye 
mean, after al your fair ſpeeches, and ſtroaking my cheeks, 


— 
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and kiſſing and hugging, what wou'd you ſheer off ſo ? 
Wou'd you, and leave me aground ? 

Mrs Frail. No, 1 leave you adrift, and go which 
way you will. 

Bea. What, are you | falſe-hearted then ' 

Mrs Frail. Only the wind's chang'd. 

Ben. More ſhame for you, — the wind's chang d 
'Tis an ill wind blows no-body good, ——may-hap I have 
a good riddance on you, if theſe be your tricks hat 
did you mean all this while, to make a fool of me? 

Mrs Frail. Any fool but a buſband. 

Ben, Huſband! Gad 1 wou'd not be your huſband, if 
you wou'd have me; now 1 know your mind, tho'f you 
had your weight in n gold and jewels, and tho'f I lov'd you 
never ſo well. 

Mrs Frail. Why, can'ſt thou love, Porpuſke ? 

Ben. No matter what I can do; don't call me names,— 
1 don't love you fo well as to bear that, whatever I did 
——I'm glad you ſhew yourſelf, miſtreſs : _—Let them 
marry you, as don't know you !——Gad I know you 
too well, by ſad experience; I believe he that marries 
you will go to ſea in a hen-peck'd frigate I believe 
that, young woman and may-hap may come to an 
anchor at Cuckold's-Point ; ſo there's a daſh for you, take 
it as you will, may-hap you may holla after me when 1 
won't come to. 

Mrs Fratl. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't,— 

My true love 1s gone to ſea, — | [Sings,' 


S CE N E XIV. 
Mrs FRAIL, Mis FORESIGHT, 


Mrs Frail. O fiſter, had you come a minute ſooner, 
you would have ſeen the reſolution of a lover. Honeſt 
Tarr and I are parted and with the ſame indifference 
that we met 0 my life I am half vex'd at the inſen- 
ſibility of a brute that I defpis'd. 
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Mrs Fore. What, then, he bore it moſt heroically ? 

Mrs Frail. Moſt tyranuically———for you ſee he hay 
got the ſtart of. me; and I the poor forſaken maid am leſt 
complaining on the ſhore, But I'll tell you a hint that 
he has given me; Sir Sampſon is enraged, and talks deſ- 
perately of committing. matrimony himſelf. if he has 
a mind to throw himſelf away, he can't do it more effecku · 
ally than upon me, if we could bring it about. 

Mrs Fore. Oh, hang him old fox, he's too cunning; be- 
ſides, he hates both you and me. But ] have a project in 
my head for you, and J have gone a good way towards it. 
1 have almoſt made a bargain with Jeremy, Valentine's 
man, to ſell his maſter to us. 

Mrs Frail. Sell him, how? 

Mrs Fere. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me 
for her, and Jeremy ſays will take any body for ber that 
he impoſes on him. Now I have promiſed him moun- 
tains, if in one of his mad fits he will bring you to him 
in her. ſtead, and get you married together, and put to 
bed together; and after conſummation, girl, there's no 
revoking. And if he ſhould recover his ſenſes, he'll be 
glad at leaſt to make you a good ſettlement. | Here they 
come: ſtand aſide a Ns and tell me how you We the 


GRP: 


s C'E'N. E XV. 


Mrs FORESIGHT, Mis FRAIL, 'VALENTINE, 
SCANDAL, FORESIGHT, and JEREMY. 


Scan. And have you given your maſter a hint of their 
plot vpon him ? ; . [To Jer. 

Fer. Yes, Sir; he ſays he'il favour it, and miſtake her 
for Angelica. 

Scan. It may make us ſport. 

Fore. Mercy on us! 

Val. Huſht—-interrupt me not—-L'Il whiſper prediction 


— 


to hee, and thou ſhalt propheſy——1 am Truth, and can 
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teach thy tongue a new trick——T have told thee what's 
paſt—now I'll tell what's to come—doſt thou know what 
will happen to-morrow ?—Anſwer me not—for I will tefl 
thee. To-morrow, knaves will thrive through craft, and 
fools through fortune, and honeſty will go as dt did, froſt- 
nipt in a ſummer-ſuit, Aſk me queſtions concerning to- 
morrow ? | 

Scan. Aſk him, Mr Forcſight. 

Fire, Pray, what will be done at court? 

Val. Scandal will tell you ——1 am Truth, I never come 
there. 

Fore. In the city? 

Val. Oh, prayers will be ſaid in empty churches, at the 
uſual hours. Yet you will ſce ſuch zealous faces behind 
counters, as if religion were to be fold in every fhop. Ch 
things will go methodically in the city; the clocks will 
ſtrike twelve at noon, and the horn'd herd buz in the Ex- 
change at two. Wives and huſbands will drive diſtin& 
trades, and care and pleaſure ſeparately occupy the family. 
Coſſechouſes will be full of ſmake and ſtratagem. And the 
cropt prentice, that ſweeps his maſter's ſhop in the morn- 
ing, may ten to one dirty his ſheets before night. But 
there are two things that you will tee very ſtrange ; 
which are wanton wives with their legs at liberty, and 
tame cuckolds with chains about their necks. But hold, L 
mult examine you before I go further; you look ſuſpici- 
ouſly. Are you a huſband ? 

Fire. I am married. 

Val. Poor creature! is your wife of Covent - garden pariſh ? 
Fire. No; St Martin's in the fields. 

Val. Alas, poor man; his eyes are ſunk, and his hands 
firivel'd ; his legs dwindled, and his back buw'd, pray, 
pray, for a metaiorphoſis—-change thy ſhape, and f1:ake 
olf age; get the Medea's kettle, and he boil'd anew; come 
forth with lab'ring callous hands, a chine of ftcel, and 
Atlas“ ſhoulders, Let Taliacotius trim the calves of 
twenty chairmen, and make thee pedeſtals to ſtand erect 
upon, and lock matiimuny in the face. Ha, ha, ha! 

Lax 


that a man ſhou'd have a ſtomach to a wedding ſupper, 
when the pigeons ought rather to jo laid to his feet, ha, 
ha, ha. 
Fore, His frenzy is very high now, Mr iran 
Scan, | believe it is a ſpring tide. 
Fre. Very likely, truly; you * theſe n matters; 
——Mr Scandal, | ſhall be very glad to confer with you 
about theſe things which he has utter'd—his ſayings ate 
ve 5 myſterious and bieroglyphical. 
| Val. Oh, why would Angelica be abſent from my eye 
ſo long? 
| Jer She's here, Sir. 
| 
| 
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Mrs Fore. Now, Sir. 

Mrs Frail. O Lord, what muſt I fay ? 

Scan, Humour him, Madam, by all means. 

Val. Where is the! Oh, I ſee her;,——fhe comes like 
riches, health, and hberty at once, to a deſpairing, ſtar- 
ving, and abandon'd wretch. Oh welcome, welcome. 

Mrs Frail. How d'ye, Sir? Can I ſerve you? 

Pal. Harkye,—l have a ſecret to tell you—Endymion 
and the moon ſhall meet us upon mount Latmos, and we'll 

be married in the dead of night - but ſay not a word, Hy- 
men ſhall put his torch into a dark lanthorn, that it may 
be ſecret; and Juno ſhall give her peacock poppy-water, 
that he may fold his ogling tail, and Argus's hundred eyes 
be Mut, ha! No body ſhall know but Jeremy. | | 

Mrs Frail. No, no, we'll keep it a it ſhall be done 
pre ſently. . 

Val The ſooner the better—-- Jeremy,” come hither-— 
clofer——that none may over-hcar us Jeremy, I can 


tell you news; Angelica is turned nun, and | am turning 
friar, and yet we'll marry one another in ſpite of the Pope. 
Set me a coul and beads, that 1 may play my part; for 
ſhe'll meet me two hours henee in black and: white, and a 
long veil to cover the project, and we won't ſec one ano- 
ther's faces, till we have done ſomething to be alam d of, 
and then we'il kluſh once for all. 
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8 C EBEN E XVI. 


[To them] TAT TL E, ANGELICA. 


Tr. V1 take care, an 
Val. Whiſpers. 0 N 
| Ang. Nay, Mr Tattle, if you make love to me, you ſpoil 
my deſign, for I intend to make you my conſident. 
Tat. But, Madam, to throw away your perſon, ſuch a 
perſon, aud ſuch a fortune, on a madman ? 
Arg. I never lov'd him till he was mad; but don't tell 
any body fo, 
Scan. How's this! Tattle making love to Angelica? 
Tt. Tell, Madam! alas, you don't know me | have 
much ado to tell your Ladyſhip how long I have been in 
love with your; but encourag'd by the impoſſibility of 
Valentine's. making any more addreſſes to yon, I have ven- 
tured to declare the very inmoſt paſſion of my keart Oh, 
Madam, look upon us both; there you ſee the ruins of a 
poor decayed creature here a compleat lively figure, 
with youth and health, and all his five ſenſes in per- 
ſcction, Madam; and to all this, the moſt paſſionate 
lover 
- Ang, O fy, for ſhame, hold your tongue; a paſſionate 
lover, and ſi ve ſenſes in perfection! when you are as mad 
as Valentine, I'll believe you love me, and the maddeſt 
Mall take me. | 
Val. It is enough Ha, who's here ? 
Mrs Frail, O Lord, her coming will ſpoil all. [T's Jer. 
Jer. No, no, Madam, he won't know her; if he ſhou'd, 
can perſuade him. 
Val. Scandal, who are theſe ? Foreigners? If they are, 


II tell you what I think——get away all the compau fut 


Angelica, that I may diſcover my deſign to her. [4 Her. 

Scan, I will; 1 have diſcovered ſumcthing of Tattle, 

that is of a piece with Mrs Frail. He courts Angelica; if 

we cou'd contrive to couple cm together harkye—{Hpyper, 
Aaz 


— 


N 
ö 
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Mrs Fare He won't know you, Avon, he n noe 

Vere. But he knows more — any n niece, he 
knows things paſt and to come, and. * 80 — ſc 
crets of time. 

Tat. Look you, Mr Foreſight, it is not my way to make 
many words of matters, and fo I ſhan't ſay much but in 
ſhort, Aye ſee, I wilt hold you a hundred Py now, that 
I know more ſecrets than he. 

Fore. How! I cannot read that Knowledge in your face, 
Mr Tattle Pray, what do you know ? 

Tat. Why, d'ye think I'll tell you, Sir? Read it in my 
face! No, Sir, 'tis written in my heart; and ſafer there, 
Sir, than letters writ in juice of lemon; for no fire can 
fetch it out, I am no blab, Sir. 

"al. Acquaint Jeremy with it, he may eaſily bring it 
about.—— They are welcome, and I tell em fo myſell. 
[ To Scar dal.] What, do you look ſtrange upon me? Then 
J mult be plain. [Comirg up to them.) I am Truth, and hate 


an old acquaintance with a new face. 


[Scandal goes owe with Jer. 

Tat. Do de know me, valentine 4 

Val. You ? who are you? No, I hope not. 

Tat. 1 am Jack Tattle, your friend. ww 

Va!. My friend ? what to do? I am no married man, 
and thou canſt not ly with my wife; I am very poor, and 
thou canſt not borrow money of me; nw ant employ- 
ment have I for a friend? 4 

Tet. Hah, a good open ſpeaker, and * to be truſted 
with a ſecret. * 

Ang. Do you know me, Valentine? 

Val. Oh very well. 

" Ang. Who am I? SIO eee 


Val. You're a woman——one to whom Heav'n gave 


beauty, when it grafted rofes on a briar. Vo are the 
reflection of Heav'n in a pound, and he that leaps at you is 
ſunk. You are white, a ſheet of lovely ſpotleſs paper, 


when you firſt are born; put you are to be ſcrawl'd and 


blotted by every gooſe quill. ” I know you; for I lov'd 


? 


LOVE FOR LOVE.' 253 


'a woman, and lov'd her ſo long, that 1 found out a ſtrange 


thing; I found out what a woman was good for. 505 , 
Tal. Ay, pr iythee; what's that?: 
Val. Why, to keep a ſecret. * 
Tat. O Lord! 


Vol. O exceeding good zo keep a deer t for though he 


ſhould tell, yet ſhe is not to be believed. 


Tat. Hah! good again, faith. 
Val. I would have muſic———3ing me the forg that 1 
like 
8 0 N 8. 
Set by Mr Finger. 


I. 


T tell thee, armin, could I time retrieve, 
And ctull again begin to love and live, 


To von I ſbould my earliejt off ring give; 


1 know, my eyes would lead my heart to you, 
And I ſhould all my oaths and vows reaew. 
But to be plain, I never would de true. 


II. 


.c + 


10 Fer by aur u eo and weary truth, T find, 


-» Lave hates to centre in a point afſizn'd ; 
But runs with joy the circle of the miud: 
Tben ne ver let us chain whot ſhould be free, 


But for relief hf either ſex agree: 
Since women love to change, and ſo do we. 


No more, for I am melancholy, - [Walks mu ſing. 
Fer. I'll dot, Sir. [To Scandal. 


Scan. Mr Foreſight, we had beſt leave him. He may 


grow outragious, and do miſchicf. 


Fare, I will be directed by you. 
Fr. 10 Mrs Frail.) You'll mect, Madam „ take 


care every thing ſhall be ready. 
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Mrs Frail. 'Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt; in ſhort, 1 
will deny thee nothing. 

Tat. Madam, ſhall-I wait upon you? / Is Angelica. 

Ang. No, VII ſtay with him Mr Scandal will protect 
me. Aunt, Mr Tattle defires vou would give * leave 
to wait on you. | 

Tat. Pox on't, there's no coming off, now me has ſaid 
that—— Madam, will you do me the honour ?. 

Mrs Fire. Mr Tattle might have us'd leſs ceremony. 


Si CT = N 3 XVIC 
ANGELICA, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, 


Scan. Jeremy, follow Mr Tattle. 

Ang. Mr Scandal, I only ſtay till my maid A and 
becauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr Tattte. | 

Scan. "Madam, I am very glad that I overheard a Vetter 
reaſon, which you gave to Mr Tattle ; for his imperti- 
nence forc'd yon to acknowledge a kindneſs for Valentine, 
which you deny'd to all his ſufferings and my folicitations. 
80 I'll leave him to make uſe of the diſcovery, and your 
Ladythip to the "ey confeſhon of your inclinations. 


Ang. O heav'ns! vou won't leave me alone with a mad- 
* 


man? 
Scan. No, Madam, I only leave a madman to his re- 


medy. 


s c E N E xvi. 


VALENTINE, ANGELICA. 


vel. Madam, you need not be much afraid, for I fancy 

I begin to come to my/elf, _ 1 
Ang. Ay, but if I don't fit you, rl be bang'd. Abe. 
Val. You ſee what diſguiſes love makes us put on: Gods 
have been in counterfeited ſhapes for the ſame reaſon; and 


the divine part of me, my mind, has worn this maſk of 
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madneſs, and this motly livery, only as the flave of love, 
and menial creature of your beauty. 

Ag. Mercy on me, how he talks! poor Valentine! 

Val, Nay, faith, now let us underſtand one another, hy- 
pocriſy apart The comedy draws towards an end, 
aud let us think of leaving acting, and be qurſclyes; and 
ſince you have lov'd me, you muſt own, 1 have at length 
deſerv'd you ſhould confels it. 

Ang. fighs.] I would I had lov'd vou. bor Heaven 
knovs I pity you; and could I have foreſeen the ſad ef- 
ſects, I would have ſlriven; but that's too late. [S'ghs. 

al. What ſad effects What's too late? my ſcem- 
ing madneſs has deceiv'd my father, and procur'd me time 
to think of means to reconcile me to him, and preſerve the 
right of my inheritance to his eſtate; which otherwiſe by 
articles I muſt this morning have reſigned : and this I had 
informed you of to-day, but you were gone, before I knew 
you had been here, 

Arg. How! I thought your love of me had caus'd this 
tranſport i in your ſoul; which, it ſeems, you only counter- 
feited for mercenary ends, and ſordid intereſt 

Val. Nay, now you do me wrong: for if any intereſt 
was conſidered it was yours; fince I thought I wanted 
more than love to make me worthy of you. 

Ang. Then you thought me mercenary gut how 
am I deluded by this interval of ſenſe, to reaſon with . 
madman ! 

Val. Oh, 'tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer. 


Ss CEN EB XIX. 
[To them] JEREMY, 


Ang. Oh, here's a reaſonable creature=—ſure be will 
not have the impudence to perſevere Come, Jeremy, 
acknowledge your trick, and confeſs your maſter's madneſs 
counterfeit, 


Jr. Counterfeit, Madam! I'll maintain him to be as 
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abtolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any frecholder iu 
Bethlehem; nay, he's as mad as any S fanatic, 
chymiſt, lover, or poet in Europe. 
Pal. Sirrah, you lie; I am not mad. 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha, you fee he denies it. 

Jer. O Lord, Madam, did you ever know any madman 
mad enough to own it? 

Val. Sot, can t you apprehend ? 
flog. Why, he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now, 

Jer. Yes, Madam, he has intervals; but you ſee he be- 
gins to look wild again now. 

Val. Why, vou thick-ſcull'd raſcal, I tell you the farce 
is done, and I'll Be mad no longer. [Beats bim. 

Arg. Ha, ha, ha, is he mad or no, Jeremy ? 

Fer. Partly, I think——for he does not know his own 
mind two hours I'm ſure I left him juſt now in the hu- 
moar to be mad; and I think I have not found him very 


quiet at this preſent, Who's there? [ One knocks, 


Val. Go fee, you fot. I'm very glad that I can move 
your mirth, though not your compaſſion. 

Ag. I did not think you had apprehenſion enough to 
be exceptious: but madmen ſhew themſelves moſt, by 
over-pretending to a ſound underſtanding; as drunken 
men do by over- acting ſobriety. I was half-inclining to be- 
lieve you, *till I accidentally touch'd upon your tender 
part : but now you have reſtor'd me to my former opinion 
and com paſſion. 

Nr. Sir, your father has ſent to know if you are any 
better yet Will you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or how? 

Val. Stupidity ! you know the penalty of all I'm worth 
muſt pay for the confeſſion of my ſenſes ; I'm mad, and 
will be mad to every, body but this lady. | 

Fer. S0——Juſt the very backſide of truth—But lying is 
a figure in ſpeech, that interlards the greateſt part of my 
conv verfation——Magam, your Ladyſhip's woman. 


— 
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r XX. 


ANGELICA, bad hide JENNY, 


47 Well, have you. 3 there Come hither. 

TFenny. Yes, Madam, Sir Sampſon will wait upon you 
preſently. [ A/ide to Angelica, 

Val. You are not leaving me in this uncertainty ? 

Ag. Would any thing but a madman complain of un- 
certainty ? Uncertainty and expeCtatzon are the joys of 
life. Security is an infipid thing, and the overtaking and 
poſſeſſing of a wiſh, diſcovers the folly of the chace. Ne- 
yer let-us know one another better : for the pleaſure of a 
maſquerade is done, when we come to ſhew our faces; 
but I'll tell you two things before I leave you; I am not 
the fool you take me for; and you are mad, and don't 


' know it. 


o 


VALENTINE, JEREMY. 


Val. From a riddle you can expect nothing but a riddle. 
There's my inſtrction, and the moral of my leſſon. 

Fer. What, is the lady gone again, Sir? I hope you un- 
derſtood one another before ſhe went ? 

Val. Underſtood ! She is harder to be underſtood than 
a piece of Egyptian antiquity, or an Irith manuſcript; 
you may pore till you ſpoil your eyes, and not improve 
your knowledge. 

Fer. I have heard 'em ſay, Sir, they read hard Hebrew 
books backwards; may be you begin to read at ths wrong 
77 


. They fay fo of a witch's prayer: and dreams 
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and Dutch almanacs are to be underſtood by contraries. 
But there's regularity and method in that; ſhe is a me- 
dal without a reverſe or inſcript ion, for indifference has 
both fides alike. Yet while ſhe does not ſeem to hate 
me, 1 will purſue her, and know her if it be poſſible, in 
ſpite of the opinion of my fatirical friend, Scandal, who 
ſays, . 2 

That women are like tricks by ſlight of hand, 

Which, to admire, we ſhould not underſtand. 


IV 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


— 


A Room in Forelight's Houſe. 
— 


ANGELICA and JENNY, 


ANGELICA, 


— —- 


> be is Sir Sampſon? Did yvu not tell me be 
v®. would be here before me? 
' Tenny. He's at the great glaſs in the dining-room, Ma- 
dam, ſetting his cravat and wig. 

Ang. How ! Im glad on't——ff he has a mind I ſhould 
like him, tis a fign he likes me; and that's more than half 
my deſign. | 

Jenny. I hear him, Madam. 

Ang. Leave me : d'ye hear, if Valentine ſhould come, or 


"ſend, I am not to be ſpoken with. 


— "x — — 
2 — — — — + ———_ 


— ————— o 
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s C E N E f. 


ANGELICA, Sir SAMPSON, 7 


Sir Samp. I have not been honour'd with the commands 
vf a fair lady, a great while Odd, Madam, you have re- 
vived me- uot ſince I was five and thirty. 

Ang. Why, you have no great reaſon to complain, Sir 
Sampſon, that is not long ago. 

Bir Samp. Zooks, but it is, Madam, a very great while, 
to a man that admires a fine woman as much as I do. 

Ang. You're an abſolute courtier, Sir Sampſon. 

Sir Samp. Not at all, Madam; ods-bud you wrong me; 

I am not ſo old neither, to be a bare courtier, only a man 

of words: odd, I have warm blood about me yet, au! 
vol.. I, Bb 
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can ſerve a lady any way———Come, come, let me tell 
you, you women think a man old too ſoon, faith and 
troth you do Come, don't deſpiſe fifty; odd, fifty, in 
à hale conſtitution, is no ſuch eontemptible age. 

Ang. Fifty a contemptible age! Not at all, a very 


faſhionable age, I tbink I aſſure you, I know very 


conſiderable beaus, that ſet a good face upon fifty: fifty! 
I have ſeen fifty in a ſide- box, by i ue. . 
ſom ſive · and- twenty. 

Sir Samp. Outkdes, outſides; a pie take 'em, mere 
outſides; hang your ſide-box beaus; no, I'm. none of 
thoſe, none of your forced trees, that pretend to bloſſom 
in the fall, and bud when they ſhould bring forth fruit; 


I am of a long: liv d race, and inherit vigour: none of my 


ceſtors married till fifty; yet they begot ſons and daugh- 
ters till fourſcore; I am of your patriarchs, I, a branch 
of one of your antediluvian families, fellows that the flood 
could not waſh away. Well, Madam, what are your com- 
wands ? has any young rogue affronted you, and ſhall l 
cut his throat? or 

Ang. No, Sir Sampſon, 1 have no i upon my hands 
——1 haxe more occaſion for your conduct than your 
courage at this time. To tell you the truth, I'm weary of 
living ſingle, and want a huſband. 

Sir Samp, Odſbud, and 'tis pity you ſhould———0dd, 
wou'd ſhe wou'd like me, then I ſhou d bamper my young 


; rogues : odd, wou'd ſhe wou'd; faith and troth ſhe's de- 
viliſh handſome { 4/ide.] Madam, you deſerve a good huſ⸗ 


band, and twere pity you ſhou'd be thrown away upon 
any of theſe young idle rogues about. the, town. Odd. 
there's ne er a young fellow worth hangiog. that is a 
very young fellow Pize on em, they never think be- 


- forchand of any thing; and if they commit matrimony, 


tis as they commit murder; out of a frolic, and are ready 


| £0 hang themſelves, or to be hang'd by the law, the next 


morning: :—odſo, have a care, Madam. 
Ag. Therefore I aſk your advice, Sir. Sampſon : I bare 
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fortune enough to make any man eaſy that I can like; if 
there were ſuch a thing as a young agrecable man with a 
reaſonable ſtock of good · nature and ſeuſe For 1 would 
neither have an äbtolute wit nor a fool. 

Sir Smp. Odd, you ate hard to pleaſe, Madam; to find 

a young fellow that is neither a wit in his own eye, nor a 

fool in the eye of the world, is a very hard taſk. But, 

faith and-troth you ſpeak very diſcreetly 3 for | hate both 

a wit and a fool. is | | 

Ag She that marries a fool, Sir Sampſon, forfeits the 

reputation of her honeſty and underſtanding: and ſhe that 
marries a very witty man is a flave to the (ſeverity and in- 

folent conduct of her huſband. I ſhould like a man of 
wit for'a lover, becauſe 1 wou'd have ſuch a one in my 
power; but I would no more be his wife, than his enemy. 

For his malice is not a more terrible conſequence of his 
averfion, than his jealouſy is of his love. 

Sir amg. None of old Foreſight's Sybils ever utter'd 
fuch a truth. Odſbud, you have won my heart: I kate 
a wit; J had a ſon that was ſpoil'd among 'em; a good 

hopeful lad, till he learn'd to be a wit—aod might have 
riſen in the ſtare——Bur, a pox on't, his wit run him out 
of his money, and now his poverty has run him out of his 
Wits. 

Ang. Sir Sampſon, as your friend, I muſt tell you, you 
are very much abus'd in that matter: he's no more Mad 

dir Samp.” How, Madam! Wou'd I cou'd prove it. 

' Ang. I can tell you how that may be done gut it is a. 
ching that won'd make me appear to be too much con- 
cern'd in your affairs. 

Sir Samp. Odſbud, I believe ſhe likes me [Ad. 
Ah, Madam, all my affairs are ſcarce worthy to be laid 
at your feet; and 1 with, Madam, they were in a better 


poſture, that I might make a more becoming offer to a. | 


lady of your incomparable beauty and merit - If 1 had. 
Peru in one hand, and Mexico in t'other, and the caltermz 
B.b a. 
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empire under my feet: it would make mne only a mers 
glorious victim to be offer'd at the ſbrine-of your beauty, 

Ang. Bleſs me, Sir Sampſon, what's the matter ? q 

Sit Sp. Odd, madam, Fove—and if you Ks 
my advice in a huſband—— - 

An. Bold, hold, Sir Sampſon, I afl 4 — advice 
for a huſband, and you are giving me your conſent—I was. 
indeed thiouking ta propoſe ſomething like it in jeſt, to ſa- 
tisfy you about Valentine: for if a match were ſeemingly, 
carried on between you and me, it would oblige him to 
throw off his diſguiſe of madneſs, in apprebenſion of lo- 
bag me: for. you know he has EIN a 
for me. 

Sir Samp. Gad - zooks, a moſt ingenious contrivance 
if we were to go through with it. But why muſt the match 
only be ſeemingly carried on — Odd, let it be a real 
contract. 

Ang. O fy, Sir Sampſon, what would the wards ay? 

Sir Samp. Say, they would ſay, you were a wiſe wo- 
man, and I a happy man. Odd, Madam, III love you, 
as long as 1 live, and leave you a good jointure' when . 
die. 
Arg. Ay; but chat is not in your power, Sie Gampſon; 
for when Valentine confeſſes himſelf in his ſenſes, M 
make over his inheritance to his younger brother. 

dir Samp. Odd, you're a cunning, à wary baggage faith 
and troth I like you the better But, f warzant you, l 
have a p:uviſo in the obligation in fayour of myſelf—— 
Body o'me, | have a 1rick to turn the ſettlement upon the 
iſſue male of our two bodies begotten. Odſbud let us find, 
children, and [I'll find an eſtate. 

Ang. Will you ?:well do you. find the . eſtate, and hs 
the other to me 

dit Samp. O rogue! But I'll truſt you. A i — 
- conſent?! Is it a match then! 

* 45g. Lev me conſuls wy lawyer concerning thi aus- 
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don ; and if I find. what you propoſe practicable, I'll give 


you my anſwer. 

Sir Samp. With all my heart — Come in with me, 
and I Il lend you the bond —— You ſl:all couſul yeur 
lawyer, and I'll conſult a parfon ? Od-zcoks I'm a young 
man :-od-zyoks, I'm a young man, and '['1l make it appear 
——— Odd, you're deviliſh handſome: faith and troth, 
you're very handſome; and I'm very'young; and very luſt / 
— Odſbud, huſſy, you know how to chooſe; and ſo do I: 
— odd, I thin, we are very well met; — Give me 
your hand, odd, let me kiſs it; tis as warm and as ſoſt 
-——as What — dd, as t'other hand—give me t'other 


band, and I'll mumble em and kifs em tilt they melt ia 


my mouth, a 
Azg. Hold, Sir Sampſon . You're profuſe of your 


vigour 'before your time: you'll ſpend your eſtate before 


you come to it, 

dir Sump. No, no, only give you a rent-roll of my poſſeſ- 
fons——Ah! Baggage I warrant you for little 
Sampſon: odd, Saaipfon's a very good name for an able 


fellow: Your. Sampſuns were ftrong dogs from the begin- 


ning. 


Ang. Haze a care, and don't over act your part 1 


you remember, Sampſon, the ſtrongeſt of the name, pull'd 


an old houſe-over his head at laſt. 


Sir Samp. Say you ſo, huſſy Come, let's go then; odd 
Hong to be pulling too, come away——VUdfo, here's ſouee- 


body coming. 


CEN IC 
TATTLE, JEREMY. 


Tat. Is not that ſhe, gone out juſt now? 

Fer. Ay, Sir, ſhe's juſt going to the place of apps int 
ment. Ah, Sir, if you are not very faithful and cloſe in 
this bulineſs, you'll certainly be the death of a per ſou that: 

B b ;. 
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has a molt extraordinary paſlion for. yous hoenour's. ſer- 


vice. 

Tat. Ay, who's that ? 

Fer. Even my unworthy ſelf, finer Bin, I had an appe- 
tite to be fed with. your commands a great while And 
now, Sir, my former maſter having much troubled the 
fountain of his underſtanding, it is a very plauſible occa- 
Gon ſor me to quench my thirſt at the ſpring of your bounty 
Il thought 1 could not recommend myſelf better to you, 
Sir, than by the delivery of a great beauty, and fortune 
into your arms, whom I have heard you figh for. 

Tat. I'll make thy fortune; ſay no more Thou 
art a pretty fellow, and can'ſt carry a meſſage to a lady, 
in a pretty ſoft kind of phraſe, and with a good perſuading. 
accent. 
Jer. Sir, I have the ſeeds of rhetoric and oratory in my 
head have been at Cambridge. 

Tat. Ay; 'tis well enough for a fervant to be bred at 
an univerſity :- but the educat ion is a little too pedantic for 
a gentleman. I hope you are ſecret in your nature, pri- 
vate, cloſe, ha? 

Jer. O Sir, for that, tis my chief talent; I'm as ſecret 
as the head of Nilus. 

Tat. Ay? who is he, tho“? A privy nager | 

Jer. O ignorance! [Aſide.] A cunning Egyptian, Sir, 
that with his arms would over-run the country; yet no- 
body could ever find out his head-quarters. 

Tat. Cloſe dog! A good whoremaſter, 1 warrant him 
the time draws nigh, Jeremy. Angelica will be 
veil'd like a nun; and I muſt be heoded like a friar ; ba, 
Jeremy? 

Jr. Ay, Sir, hooded like a hawk, to ſeize at fir fight 
upon the quarry. It is the whim of my maſter's madneſs 
ta be ſo dreſs'd; and ſhe is fo in love with him, ſhe'll 
comply with any thing to pleaſe him. Poor Lady, I'm 
faxe ſhe ll have reafon to pray for me, when ſhe finds what 


— 
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» happy exchange ſhe has made, between a madman and 


ſo accompliſh'd a gentleman. 

Tat. Ay, faith, ſo the will, Jeremy; you're a good 
friend to her, poor creature ſwear | do it hardly fo 
much in conſideration of myſelf as compaſhon to her. 

Fer. Tis an act of charity, Sir, to fave a fine woman 
with thirty thouſand pound, from throwing herſelf away. 

Tat. So tis, faith ——1 might have ſav'd ſeveral others 
in my time; but i'gad I could never find in wy heart to 
marry any body before. 

Fer. Well, Sir, I'll go and tell her my maſter's com- 
ing; and- meet you in half a quarter of an hour, with 
your diſguiſe, at your own lodgings. You muſt talk a 
little madly, ſhe won't diſtinguiſh the tone of your voice. 

Tat. No, no, let me. alone for a counterteit jz—»I'll be 
ready for you. 


$S CEN E If, 


TATTLE, Miſs PRVUE, 


Miſs. O Mr Tattle, are you here! I'm glad J have 
found you:; I have been looking up and down for you 
like any thing, 'till I'm as tired as any thing in the world, 

Tat. O pox, how ſhall 1 get rid of this fooliſh girl! 

Ade. 

Miß. O I have pure news, I can tell you pure news 
l muſt not marry the ſeaman no — my father ſays 
fo. Way won't you be my huſband ? You fay you love 
me, and you won't be my huſband. And i know you may 


de my huſband now if you pleaſe. ' 
Tut. O fy; Miſs ; who told you fo, child? 


Miſs. 'Wuy, my father I told him that — lov'd 
me. 

Tat. O fy, Miss, whos did you do ſo? And who told you 
ſo, child? 


My. Who? why you did; did not you? 


9 EOVE FOR TLO VX 
Tut. O pox, that was yeſletday, Miſs, that wana great 
while ago, child i have been / aſleep ſince; Nept a whole: 
night, and did not ſo much as dream of the matter, _ 
M,. *Pthaw, O but I dreamt/that it: was fo tho. 
Tut. Ay, but your father will tell you that dreams 
eome by contravies, child 0 fy; what; ve muſt mot 
love one another now——"Pſhaw, that would be a fooliſh 
thing indeed - ry, fy, you're a woman now, and 
muſt think of a ne mam every morning, and forget him 
every night No, no, to marry is to be a child again, 
and play with the fame: ratile always; au. marrying is 
a paw thing. 
MI. Well, but don't you. love: me- as well. 2 youdid 
— night then? | 1 


Tat. No, no, child, nou-weuld.nothave me... 
/. No ? Yes, but I would tho'. | 


Tur: Pa, bor 1 tell you, yon would t. 
You forget yeu' re A nn and don't know Jour: own. 


mind. 
_ Put here's my father, and be kaows wy mind 


e * K YV. 


tr. u ronxsienr- 


| 1 0. Mr Tattle, eee r N 
but methinks your love te my daughter was a ſecret I 
miglit Have been tryſted with, Or had you a mind 
to try if I oon, diſcover it by my art hum, ba! I 
think there is ſomething in your phyfiognomy, that has 2 5 
reſemblance of her ; and the girl is like me. 
Tat. And ſo you wou'd infer, that you and I are alike 
hat does the old prig mean? il banter bim, and laugh 
at him, and leave him. [. Afi de.) I fancy you have a wrong 
motion of faces. 
Fire. How? what? a wrong notion! 'How lo? 


Tat. In the way of art: I bave ſome taking kanses, 
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not obvious to vulgar eyes; that are indications of a ſud - 
den turu of good fortune, in the lottery of wives; and 
promiſe a great beauty and great fortune reſerved alone 
for me, by a private intrigue of deſtiny, kept ſecret fram 
the piercing eye of perſpicuity ; from all altologere, aad. 
the ſtars themtthves. | 
Fore. How ? I will make it appear, that what you lay 
3 ĩmpoſſible. 
Tat. Sir, I beg your pardon, I'm in haſle 
Fore. For what? 
Tat. To be married, Sir, married. 
Fore. Ay, but pray take me along with you, " WY ; 
"Pet: No, Sir; tis to be done privately I never 
make confidents. 
Fore. Well; but my conſent I mean You won't 
marry my daughter without my conſent ?- 
Tar. Who T, Sir? I'm an abſolute ſtranger ts you ape 
our daughter, Sir, 
Fore. Hey - day! what time of the moon is this ? | 
Tat. Very, true, Sir, and defire to continue ſo. I have 
no more love for. your daughter, than I have likeneſs of 
you; and | have a ſecret in my heart, which you would- 
be glad to know, and ſhan't know; and yet you ſhall 
know it too, and be ſorry for't afterwards. I'd have you 
to know, Sir, that I am as knowing as the ſtars, and as ſe- 
eret as the night. And I'm going to be married juſt now, 
yet did not know of it half an hour ago; and the Lady 
ſtays for me, and does not know of it yet There's a. 
wyſtery for you, ——1 know you love to unty difficulties. 
or if you can't ſolve this, ſtay here a quarter of an 


hour, and 1˙U come and explain it to Jou. 
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rener. Min PRUE, | 
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"Miſe 0 abe why will you let him go? Won't you 
make him to be my huſband ?* | 

Fore. Mercy on us, what do theſe Junacies portend ? 
Alas? he's mad, child, ſtark wild. | 

Miſs. What, and muſt not I have e'er a huſband then? 
What, muſt I go to bed to nurſe again, and be a child as 
long as ſhe's an old woman ? Indeed but | won't. For 
now my mind is ſet upon a man, I will have a man ſome 
way or other. Oh! methinks l'm fick when I think of a. 
man; and if. | can't have one, I wou'd go to {ſeep all my 
life: for when I'm awake it makes me wiſh and long, and 
I don't know for what——And I'd rather be * 
r. than ſick with thinking. | 

Fire. O fearful! I think the gul's influcnc'd 1 
Huſſy, you ſhall have a rod- | 

Miſs. A. fiddle of a, rod, Ul have a huſband. and5f 
you won't get me one, I'Il get one for myſelf: l —_ 
our Robin the butler, be. ſays he loves me, and he's 
handſome map, apd ſhall. be my huſband; I warrant bell 


= be my hutband, 6 t 


CCCCCCCC 0 i Snell. 


To them] SCANDAL, Mrs FORESIGHT ad. TINY 
Fore, Did be ſo n. diſpatch him. far. rec 
vogue Oh, nurſe, come hither, |; 
Nurſe. What is your worſhip's pleaſure ? 
Fore. Here take your young miſtreſs, and lock her up 


weſcatly, till farther orders from me not a, word, huffy. 
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— Do what I bid you, no reply, away. And bid Robin 
make ready to give an account of his plate and linen, 
d'ye hear: be gone when I bid you. 

Mrs Fore. What is the matter, huſband ? - 

Fore. Tis not convenient to tell you now Mr Scans 
dal, Heav'n keep us all in our ſenſe ———1 fear there 
is a contagious frenzy abroad. How does Valentine? 

Scan. O, I hope he will do well again -I have a met 
ſage from him to your niece Angelica, 

Fire. I think ſhe has not returned fince ſhe went 
abroad with Sir Sampſon. Nurſe, why are you not gone 2 


S CEN E VIII. 
FORESIGHT, SCANDAL, Mrs FORESIGHT, BIN. 


bas „ tu ; | 
Mrs Fore. Here's Mr Benjamin, he can tell us if his 
father be come home. | 

Ben. Who, father? Ay, he's come home with a ven- 
geance. 

Mrs Fe. Why, what's the matter ! 
Ben. Matter! Why he's mad. 

- Fore. Mercy on us! | was afraid of this. | 

Ber. And there's the handfome young woman, ſhe, ap | 
they ſay, brother Val. went mad for, ſhe's mad too, I 
think. 

Fore. O my poor niece, my poor niece, is ſhe gone too? 
Well, 1 ſhall run mad next. © 

Mrs Fore. Well, but how mad? how d'ye mean? 

Rex. Nay, I'll. give you leave to gueſ I undertake 
to make a voyage to Antego No, hold, I mayn't ſay fo 
neither But 'H fail as far as Leghorn, and back again, 
before you ſhall gueſs at the matter, and do nothing elſe; 
Mefs, you T =o 
dot _ _— 

oo 1 


, 
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Mrs Fore. Your experiment will take up a little tos 
much time. 

Ben. Why then T' tell you; there's a new wedding 
upon the ſtocks, and they two are going to be married to 

Lights. 

Scan. Who? | 

Ben. Why, father, and—the young woman, 1 can't 
Sit of her name. 

Scan. Angelica ? 
Ben. Ay, the fame. 
Mrs Fore. Sir Sampſon and Angeliea, Jmpoſſible! 

Ben. That may be—but I'm ſure it is as I tell you. 

Scan. *Sdeath, 'tis a jeſt. T can't believe it. | 

Ben. Look you, friend. *Tis nothing to me whethe& 
you believe it or no. What I ſay is true d'ye ſee; they 


are married, or juſt going to be married, I know not which. 


* Fore, Well, but they are not mad, that is, not lunatix. 
Ben. I don't know what ygu may call madneſs But 
He's mad for a huſband, and he's horn mad, I think, or 
they d ne'er make a match together Here they come. 


SCENE N, 


tr. them] fir SAMPSON, ANGELICA, BUCKRAW, 


Sir Samp. Where is this old foothſayer ? this uncle of 
mine elect? A ha, old Foreſight, uncle Foreſight, wiſh me 
joy, uncle Foreſight, double joy, both as uncle and aſtr6- 
loger ; here's a conjunction that was not fotetold in all 
your Ephemeris The brighteſt ſtar in the blue firmarnent 


Lis ſpot from above in a jeily of bye, and ſoforth; and !'m 


lord of the aſcendant. Odd, you're an old fellow, tore- 


fight; uncle I mean, a very old fellow, uncle Forefight; 
and yet you fliall live to dance at my wedding; faith and 
troth you ſhall. Odd, we'll have the muſic of the ſpheres 
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for thee, old Lilly, that we will, and thou ſhalt lead up a 
dance in via laftea. 

Fore. I'm thunderſtruck! You are not married to my 
giece ? 

Sir Samp. Not dblalutcly-manied, uncle; but very near 
it, within a kiſs of the matter, as you ſee. [K e Angelica. 

Ang. Tis very true indeed, uncle; 1 hope you'll be 
my father, and give me. 

Sir Samp. That he ſhall, or In burn his globes 

Body o'me, he ſhall be thy father, III make him thy fa- 
ther, and thou ſhalt make me a father, and I'll make thee 
a mother, and we'll beget ſons and daughters enow to put 
the weekly bills out of countenance. 


Scan. Death and hell! Where's Valentine? 


SCENE X. 


Sir SAMPSON, ANGELICA, FORESIGHT, 
Mrs FORESIGHT, BEN, BUCKRAM. 


| Mrs Fore. This is fo ſurpriſing 

Sir Samp. How! what does my aunt fay ? Surpriſing, 
Aunt! Not at all, for a young couple to make a match in 
winter? Not at all——Tis- a plot to undermine cold 
weather, and deſtroy that uſurper of a bed called a warm- 
ing- pan. 

Mrs Fare. Im glad to hear you have ſo much fire in you, 
Sir Sampſon. | 

Ben. Maſs, Lfear his fire's little better than tinder : may- 
hap it will only ſerve to light up a match for ſome body 
elſe. The young woman's a handſome young woman, I 
can't deny it; but father, if | might be your pilot in this 
caſe, you ſhould not marry her, "Tis juſt che ſame thing, 
28 if ſo be you ſhouid fail !o far as the Straits without 
proviſion. 

Vor. L | Cc 
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Sir Samp. Who gave you authority to ſpeak; Sirrah ? to 
your element, fiſh, be mute, fiſh and to Ng 3 
Sirrah, don't dire& m. 

Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own helm, ax 
you wayn't keep your new veſſel ſteddy. et 

Sir Samp. Why, you impudent tarpaulin ! Sirrah, do 
you bring your *forecaſtle jeſts upon your father? but I 
Mall be even with you, I won't give po a 'groat. Mr 
Buckram, is the conveyance ſo worded that nothing can 
poſſiblj deſcend to this ſcoundrel ? I wou'd not ſo much as 
have him have the proſpect of an eſtate; tho' there were 
no way to come to it, but by the North-Eaſt paſſage. 

Buck. Sir, it is drawn according to your directions, 
there is not the leaſt cranny of the law unſtopt. | 

Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a cranny and leak 
unſtopt in your conſcience If fo be that one had a pump 

to your boſom, 1 believe we ſhou'd diſcover à foul hold, 
They ſay a witch will fail in a fieve—But I believe the 
devil wou'd not enture aboard o'your conſcience. And 


that's for you. 
'Sir Samp. Hold your tongue, Sirrah. How now! ? who s 


here ? 
8: 05,8420 © NT. 


[To them] TATTLE and Mis FRALL,, 


Mrs Frail. O, aiſter, the moſt unlucky accident. 

Mrs Fore. What's the matter ? 

Tat. O, the two moſt unfortunate ppor creatures in the 
world we are. | 

Fore. Bleſs us! how ſo? 

Mrs Frail. Ah, Mr Tattle and I, poor Mr Tattle and1 
ate I can't ſpeak it out. 

Tat. Norl But poor Mrs Frail and I are 

Mrs Frail. Married. 

Mrs Fore. Married | How ? 


0 


> 
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Tat. Suddenly before we knew where we were 

that villain Jeremy, by the help of diſguiſes, trick d ug 
into one another. X 

Fiore. Why, you told me juſt now, you vent heals in 
haſte to be married. 

Ang. ., But I believe Mr Tatile meant the favour to me, 


I thank him. 
Tat. I did, as I hope to be fav'd, Madam my intentions 


vere good — But this is the molt cruel thing, to marry one 


does not know how, nor why, nor wherefore The 
devil take me if ever 1 was ſa much concern d at any thing 


in my life. 
Ang. is very with if You don't care for one a+ 


. nother. 


Tat. The leaſt in a the world That | is, for my part; 
I ſpeak for myſelf, Gad, I never had the leaſt thought 


ol ſerious. kiadnefs——1 never lik d any body leſs in my 


life. Poor woman! Gad, I'm ſorry for her too; for I 
have no reaſon to hate her neither; but I believe I ſhall 
jead her a danin'd fort of a life. - 

Mrs Fire, He's better than no huſband at all- tho' he's 
a coxcomb. FT: Frail, 

Mrs Frail. [To ber] Ay, ay, tis well "tis not worſe. - 
—— Nay, for my part I always defpiſed Mr Tattle of all 
things: nothing but his being my huſband could have 
made me like him leſs. | 

Tut. Look you'thete, I thought as much Pox 

on 4 I with we could keep it ſecret : why, I don't = 
any of this company wou d ſpeak of it. 

Mrs Frail. But, my dear, that? ira the _ 
and that rogue Jeremy will publiſh it. 

Tat, Ay, my dear, ſo they will, as you ſay. - 

4g. O you'll agree very well in a little time; cuſtom 
will make it eaſy to you. 

Tat. Eaſy! 'Pox on't, I dow de I hall keep to- 
night. 
Sir Samp. Sleep, quotha! No, why you would not teep 

Cc 3 
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©” your wedding night? rm an older fellow: thas ow wad 
don't mean to ſleep. 


Ben. Why, there's another match now, as tot couple 


of ptivarecrs-were looking for a prize, and ſhould fall foul N 

of one another. Fm ſorry for the young man with all * 

my heart. Look you, friend, if I may adviſe you, when 

ſhe's going, for that you muſt expect, I have experience ft 

of her; when ſhe's going, let her go. For no matrimony | 
Is tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe can't drag her an- a 


chor along with her, ſhe'll break ker cable, I can tell you 
that; Who's here? the madman? 


* 

SCENE, The Loft. 0 

VALENTINE SCANDAL, Sir SAMPSON, AW | 
GELICA,FORESIGHT, Mrs FORESIGHT, TAT- 
e DAR Wages BEN, JEREMY, BUCKRAM. 

| 

11 No; beer the ba and ien be, ru give 0 

noder my; hone. | t 


Sir Samp. How now! 
Val. Sir, 'm come to acknowledge my errors and aſl 
Jour pardon. 
Sir Samp. What, have you found your ſeaſes at laſt ; 
then ? In good time, Sir. 
Val. You were abus d, Sir, I never was diſtracted, 
| Fore. How, not mad! Mr Scandal. | 
Scan, No, really, N his witneſs, it wav counter- 
feſt. 
Val. 1 Ali I had reaſons.—----But it was a poor 
contrivance, the effect has ſhewn it ſuch. | 
Si Samp. Contrivance, what, to cheat me? to cheat 
your father? Sirrah, could you hope to proſper? - 
- Val. Indeed, I thought, Sir, When the father CHEN 
ed to undo the ſon, it was a reaſonable return of nature. 
Sir Samp. Very good, Sir-------Mr Buckram, are you 
ready Come, Sir, will you ſign and ſeal? | 
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. If yon pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would aſl this n 


one queſtion. 

Sir Samp. Sir, you muſt aſk me leave firſt; that Lady ? 
No, Sir; you ſhall aſk that Lady no queſtions, till you 
have afked her bleſſing,” Sir; that Lady is to be my wiſe, 

Val. I have heard as much, Sir; but I would have it 
from her own mouth. 

Sir Samp. Fhat's as much as to ſay, I lie, Sir, and you 
don't believe what 1 ſay. 

Val. Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect that I very lately 
counterfeited madneſs ; I don't know but the frolic may 
go round. | 

Sir Samp. Come, chuck, fatisfy him, anſwer him: 
Come, come, Mr Buckram, the pen and ink. 

Buck. Here it is, Sir, with the deed; all is ready. 
[Valentine goes to Angelica. 

Hop! Tis true, you have a great while pretended love 
to me; nay, what if you were fincere; ſtill you muſt par- 
don me, if I think my own inclinations have a better right 


to diſpoſe of my perſon, than yours, 

Sir Samp. Are you anſwer'd now, Sir? 

Val. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Samp. Where's your plot, Sir? and your contri- 
vance now, Sir? Will you fign, Sir? Come, will you ſign 
and ſeal ? 

Val. With all my heart, Sir. 

Scan. Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin yourſelf? 

Val. I have been diſappointed of my only hope; and 
he that loſes hope may part. with any thing. I never va- 
lu'd fortune, but as it was ſubſervient to my pleaſure; and 
my only pleaſure was to pleaſe this Lady; I have made 
many vain attempts, and find at laſt that nothing but my 
ruin can effect it; which, for that reaſon, I will ſign to 


| Give me the paper. 


Ang. Generous Valentine! | ([Alle. 
| Buck. Here is the deed, Sir. 
” Cc E 
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Val. But where is the bond, by n 0 
ſign this! rv) 


Buck, Sit Sampſon, you bape it. „ che ths 
Air. No, I have it; and; I'll uſe it, * I ann every 
ng that is an e Va 
nemy to an F 5 
Sir Sap. How now! | 1 hen 
Val. Ha! | (tie) Hl Wibr a 4 7 
Ang. Had Ethe world to give pon, it con'd not make 
me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a paſſiun; here's my 
hand, my heart was always yours, and ſtruggled; very bard 
to make this utmoſt trial of your virtue. {Ts Valentine. 
Val. Between pleaſure and amazement, I am laſt 
But on my knces I take the bleſſing. __ -, 
Sir Samp. Oons, what i 15 the meaning of this? ? | 
Ben, Meſs, here s the wind chang'd again. Father, you 
N I may make a voyage together now. 
Well, Sir Sampſon, ſince 1 have play'd you a trick, 
I mn I you how you may avoid ſuch another, Learn to 
be a good father, or you'll never get a ſecond wiſe. 1 al- 
ways lov'd your ſon, and hated your unforgiving nature, [ 
was reſolv'd to try him to the utmoſt; 1 have try'd yon 
too, and know you both. You have not mo#l. faults than he 
has virtues; and 'tis hardly more pleaſure to me, that I can 
5 him and myſelf happy, than that I can puniſh you. 
Val. If my happineſs eou'd receive addition, this kind 
ſurprize wou'd make it double. | 
Sir Seng. Oons, your're a crocodile, 
\ Fore, Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden eclipſe. 
Sir Samp. You're an illiterate old fool, and I'm another, 
Tat. If the gentleman i is in diſorder for want of a viſe, 
1 gan ſpare him mine. Oh, are you there, Sir? Pm in- 
dcbied to you for my . CY [T* Jeremy. 
Jer. Sir, I aſk you ten thouſand pardons; twas an 
arrant miſtake—You ſee, Sir, my maſter was never mad 
or any thing like it Then how cou d it be otherwiſe ? 
Val. Tattle, I thank you, you would have interpoſel 
between me and heav'n; but providence laid purgatory in 
your way Jou have but juſtice, 
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like Valentine, would perſevere even to martyrdom, and 
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Scan. I hear the fiddles that Sir Sampſon provided for 
N wedding; methinks tis pity they ſhou'd not be 
employ d when the match is ſo much mended. Valen- 
tine, tho' it be morning, we may have a dance. 

Vol. Any thing; my rien, Ker thing that looks like 
joy and tranſport. * 

Scan, Call em, Jeremy. 

Ang: 1havedone diſſembliug how, Valentine; and if that 
coldneſs which ] have always worn before you, ſhould turn 
to an extreme fondae(s, you muſt not ſuſpect it, 

Val. Il prevent that ſuſpicion—For I intend to doat to 
that immoderate,degree, that your fondneſs ſhall never di- 
ſtioguiſh felt enough to be taken notice of. if ever you ſecm 
to love too much, it muſt be only when I can't love enough. 

Ang. Have a care of promiſes; you know you are apt 
to run more in debt than yeu are able to pay. 

Val. Therefore I yield my body as your priſoner, and 
make your beſt on't. 

Fer. The muſie ſtays for you. [ Dance. 

Scan, Well, Madam, you have done exemplary juſtice, 
in puniſhing an inhuman father, and rewarding a ſaithſul 
lover: but there is a third good work, which I, in particular, 
muſt thank you for; I was an infidel to your ſex, and you 
have converted me For now I am convinc'd that all wo- 
men are not like fortune, bliad in beſtowing favours, either 
on thoſe who do not merit, or who do not want em. 

Ag. is an unreafonable accuſation, that you lay up- 
on our ſex: you tax us with injuſtice, only to cover your 
own want of merit. You would all have the reward of love; 
but few have the conſtancy to ſtay till it becomes your 
due. Men are generally hypocrites and infidels, they pre- 
tend to worſhip, but have neither zeay nor faith: how few, 


ſacrifice their intereſt to their coaſtancy! In admiring me 
du miſplace the novelty. 


The miracle to- day is, that we ſiad 
A lover true: not that a woman's kind. 
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* Spaken' at the opening of the New Houfs,. 
Dy A BRACEGIRDLE.. | 


I URE 3 I defign'd this TIO 

To be the player's refuge in drifteſs ; 
For ſtill in every ftorm; they all run hither, 
As to a ſhed, that ſhields them from the weather.- 
But thinking of this change which laſt befel us, 
*Fis like what I have heard our poets tell uu: 
For when behind our ſcenes, their ſuits are pleading;- 
To help their love, ſometimes they ſhow their reading; 
And wanting ready caſh to pay for hearts, 
They top their learning on us, and their parts. 
Once of philoſophers they told us ſtories, 
Whom, as I think, they call'd—Py ——Pythagories, 
I'm ſure tis ſome ſuch Latin name they give em, 
And we, who know no better muſt believe em. 
Now to theſe men (fay they) ſuch ſouls, were giy'n, 
That after death ne'er went to hell, nor heav'n, 
But liy'd, I know not how, in heaſts; and then 
| When many years were paſt, in men again. | 
Methinks, we players reſemble ſuch a foul, 
That, does from bodies, we from houſes ſtole; 
Thus Ariſtotle's ſoul, of old that was, 
May now be damn'd to animate an aſs; 
Or in this very houſe, for ought we know, 
15 doing painful penance in ſome Beau: 
And thus, our audience, which did once reſurt | 
To ſhining theatres to ſee our ſpert,. : 
Now find us toſs'd-into a tennis-court. 
Theſe wals but t'other day were fill'd with noiſe . 
Of roaring gameſters, and your dammee boys; 
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Then bounding balls and rackets they encompaſt, 

And now they're fill'd with jeſts, and flights, and bombaſt ! 
I vow, 1 don't much like this tranſmigration, 

Stroling from place to place, by circulation ; 5 
Grant, Heav'n, we don't return to our firſt ſtation. 

I know not what theſe think; but for my part, 

J can't reſlect without an aking heart, : 
How we ſhou'd end in our original, a cart. 

But we can't fear, ſince you're ſo good to ſave us, 

That you have only ſet us up, to leave us. 

Thus from the paſt, we hope for future grace, 

I beg it 
And ſome here know I have a begging face. 
'Then pray continue this your kind behaviour, 
For a clear ſtage won't do, without your favour. 


END OF VOLUME FIRST. 
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